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Redefining the Art of Storytelling 



Midnight Blue: 

The Sonja Blue 
Collection 

Written by Nancy Collins 

Enter the nightmare world 
of Sonja Blue: an indepen- 
dent, strong, and beautiful 
woman who also happens to 
be a murderous vampire — 
and vampire slayer. 

To avenge herself on the 
monster who turned her, 
against her will, into one of 
the undead, Sonja Blue 
hunts the vampires who prey 
on unsuspecting humans. 
She haunts the shadows of 
the world's greatest cities, 
continually searching for her 
prey. Sonja’s greatest enemy, 
however, is the Other — the 
demon that has shared her 
mind since her resurrection 
twenty years ago. 

Follow Sonja Blue as she 
descends into a hell on earth 
— a world where reality can 
he swept aside at any 
moment to reveal a shadowy 
domain of monsters and 
miracles. 

Midnight Blue collects, for 
the first time anywhere, the 
award-winning Sonja Blue 
Collection: Sunglasses After 
Dark, In the Blood, and 
Paint It Black. 

ISBN 1-56504-900-4 
$14.99 US $20.99 CAN 
Available from White Wolf 
in April 1995 



Blood War 

Vampire: Masquerade of the 
Red Death Trilogy Book 1 
Written by Robert Weinberg 

For ten thousand years a race 
of immortal vampires has waged 
a secret war to control mankind. 
Beings of incredible supernatural 
potency, they are driven by a lust 
for power... and human blood. 

They are the Kindred. 

Though mortal, the enigmatic 
detective Dire McCannan 
knows a great deal about these 
undead. So does Alicia Varney, 
one of the world’s wealthiest 
women. They are two wild cards 
in a global game of chess that 
has lasted for over one hundred 
centuries. 

But now a new player has 
entered the fray. Known only as 
the Red Death, he controls 
forces that make even the 
Kindred tremble. Who is this 
mysterious avatar of blood? And 
is his appearance the first sign 
that Gehenna, the dread 
apocalypse for both humans and 
vampires, is about to begin? 

The first volume in a trilogy 
focusing on the vampires of the 
World of Darkness™, Blood War 
is written by Robert Weinberg, 
author of dark fantasy novels, 
including The Black Lodge and 
The Devil’s Auction, as well as 
the bestselling Louis L’Amour 
Companion. This series reveals 
many of the underpinnings of 
the World of Darkness and 
spotlights the dreaded elder 
vampires known as Methuselahs. 

ISBN 1-56504-840-7 
$5.99 US $7.99 CAN 
Available May 1995 



Hawkmoon: 

The Eternal Champion 
Volume Three 

Written by Michael Moorcock 

The time is the distant 
future... 

The animal-masked warriors 
of the Dark Empire of 
Granbretan threaten to conquer 
the Earth. Alone against this 
mighty force stands the tiny 
province of Kamarg, where 
dwell Count Brass and the Last 
Duke of Koin, Dori an 
Hawkmoon. At first a duped 
pawn of the Dark Empire, 
Hawkmoon quickly becomes 
Granbretan's most potent 
enemy. To have any hope of 
defeating the Dark Empire, 
Hawkmoon must call upon 
arcane sciences and ancient 
artifacts — including the fabled 
Runestalf. 

This third volume in the 
Eternal Champion series 
presents four of Michael 
Moorcocks novels: The Jewel 
in the Skull, The Mad God's 
Amulet, The Sword of the 
Dawn, and The Runestaff. 

These novels chronicle the fate 
of another aspect of the Eternal 
Champion — Hawkmoon, 

Duke of Koln. This omnibus 
collection features revised text 
and a new introduction by the 
author. 

ISBN 1 -56504- 178-X 
$19.99 US $27.99 CAN 
Available in April 1995 
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PASSAGE TO SANCTUAPY 





COVER: By the time 
visitors arrive firm 
other planets, 
humanity may no 
longer look human. 
Art by Chris Moore. 
ABOVE: Jim Carrey 
trades in one Mask 
for another as The 
Riddler in Batman 
Forever, scheduled 
for a June 15 release. 
Story page 18. 



DEPARTMENT 

6 Letters 

Readers mass on weight, and campaign to save the 
space program. 

8 Editorial 

Hitchhiking is legal along the information super- 
highway. 

10 BOOKS BY DAVID BRIN, RICHARD 
PARKS, AND ERIC BAKER 
William Barton shines a spotlight on the darker side 
of military SF. 

18 Movies byedflixman 

Judge Dredd, Casper, and Congo top a bumper crop 
of genre blockbusters. 

24 Science by roger macbride Allen 

AND CHARLES SHEFFIELD 
In tomorrow’s uncertain future, money may not even 
exist. 

34 ESSAY by GREGORY benford 

There is nothing wrong with playing in each other’s 
SF universes. 

61 Comics by geoffrey mann 

Dinosaurs, cosmic beans and mutant kangaroos run 
wild! 



82 Gallery by allen steele 

Syd Mead’s slick designs show us our true tomor- 
rows. 

94 GAMES by pauldi FILIPPO 

“Sci-fi goobers” invent intergalactic game show that’s 
anything but trivial. 

102 Contributors 
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FICTION 



40 Otto And Toto 
In The Oort 

By Paul Di Filippo 

Centuries from now, even though humanity will have 
turned into gods, we will still need ...Frogs? 



45 Acts of God 

By Ben Bova 

Sam Gunn’s space disasters were costing him millions, 
so he decided to appeal to a Higher Authority. 

62 Forever Down 
The Ringing Grooves 

By Mark Rich 

Jack Lackstrum was humanity’s chosen representative 
to make First Contact with the aliens. The Transtel- 
lars, however, have their own ideas. 

70 The Human Cycle 

By David Ira Cleai'y 

Rachel could change you into a spaceship, a planet, 
even a twentieth century anthropologist. What she 
most wanted to change, however, was her brother’s 
mind. 

78 KOLLAPSE 

By Gregory Benford 

Cyber-surfers hoped that riding the waves of the infor- 
mation superhighway would help them survive the 
coming plague. But did Wirehead byte off more than he 
could chew? 

88 The Ninth Expiation 

By Jo Clayton 

One body, two souls, a thousand missions — and Nys 
the Destroyer was hungry! 



SCIENCE ACTION AGE TJSSN _ #1065-1829) is published bimonthly by Sovereign Media Co.. Inc., 457 Carlisle Drive, Herndon, VA 22070 (703) 471-1556. Second Class postage paid at Herndon, VA, and additional maii- 
uig offices. SCIENCE FICTION AGE, Volume 3. Number 40199a by Sovereign Media, all rights reserved. Copyrights to stories and illustrations are the property of their creators. The opinions expressed in Science 
nc/ioii Age are those of the authors and do not necessarily reflect the opinions of Sovereign Media. The contents of this publication may not be reproduced in whole or in pint without consent of the copyright owner. 
Subscription ServUxs ami Information- Write to Science Fiction Age Circulation, P.O. Box 710, ML Morris. II. 610.51. Single copies: $3.50. plus $1 for postage. Yearly subscription in U.S.A: $16.95; Canada and 
Overseas: $18.9o (U.S.). Editorial Office: Send editorial mail to Science Fiction Age, P.O. Box 369, Damascus, MD 20872. Science Fiction Age welcomes editorial submissions but assumes no responsibility for the loss 
or damage or uiaohcited material. Material to be returned should be accompanied by a self-addressed, stamped envelope. We suggest that you send a self-addressed, stamped envelope for a copy of our authors guide- 
lines. POSTMASTER: Send address changes to Science Fiction Age, P.O. Box 710, Mt. Morris, IL 61054 
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Colossus: The 

F orbin Project 

The ultimate computer creates the ultimate 
terror in this chillingly real sci-fi thriller. 
#8132 (100 min.) $19.98 



The Sentinel 
When a beautiful model 
rents an apartment in New 
York little does she real- 
ize the unspeakable hor- 
rors that await her behind 
its mysterious doors. 
#8148 (92 min.) $19.98 



Strange New World 
Captain Anthony Vico 
(John Saxon) and his 
crew return to earth after 
180 years in suspended 
animation. They have be- 
come explorers of the 
future. (Color) 

#8541 (96 min.) $29.98 

UFOS: Miracle Or The Unknown 
This unique series brings 
you actual film of UFOs, 
investigative reports and I 
recently uncovered clas- I 
sified information all | 
about UFOs. 

#8539 2 Vols. (120 min.) 

$39.98 





Zardoz 

Sean Connery plays a 
barbaric interloper into 
the Vortex, an isolated 
community of immortal 
intellectuals. (Coiorf) 
#7422 (105 min.) $19.98 



Wizards 

The master of anima- 
tion Ralph Bakshi pro- 
vides a different twist 
on the age-old battle 
between good and evil. 

(Color) 

#6371 (81 min.) $19.98 

Robotech II: The 
Sentinels 
This sequel fills many 
of the mysteries pre- 
sented in the first se- 
ries. Follow the crew 
of the SDF-3 as they 
voyage to a distant star 
system and battle an 
alien race bent on the 
destruction of the 
Robotech Masters. 
#8525 (90 min.) 

$19.98 

Project A-KO 

Japan's most famous super-powered teenager is 
here and as unpredictable as ever. CAUTION: 
Contains Nudity. 

#6133 (86 min.) $19.98 

Also Available 
Project A-KO 2 
#7283 (70 min.) $19.98 

Project A-KO 3: 

Cinderella Rhapsody 
#8174 (50 min.) $19.98 

Project A-KO 4: Final 
#8175 (59 min.) $29.98 

Project A-KO vs Battle 
I: Grey Side 
#7518 (54 min.) $29.98 




Dr. Strange 
The famed Marvel Com- 
ics super hero comes to 
life in this bizarre super- 
natural adventure. (Color) 
#8137 (94 min.) $19.98 

First Spaceship 
v On Venus 

A coded memory disc 
from the planet Venus leads eight of the world's 
top scientists on a race across the solar system. 
#4612 (78 min.) $19.98 

The Gate To The Mind's Eye 
Spectacular 3-D imagery 
brings you a cybertech 
fantasy. (Color) 

#8178 (45 min.) $19.98 

The Stranger: 

The Terror Game 

Colin Baker returns in 
the fourth episode of The 
Stranger series (Color) 

#8535 (90 min.) $29.98 

Also Available 

Tiif. Stranger: In Memory Alone 
#6951 (55 min.) $19.98 
The Stranger Double Feature 
#7429 (75 min.) $29.98 





Project A-KO vs Battle 2: Blue Side 
#8176 (52 min.) $29.98 



Send check or money order (no cash) to: 
FUSION VIDEO 100 Fusion Way, Dept. SF 505 
Country Club Hills. IL 60478 

800-959-0061 ext SF 505 or FAX 708-799-8375 



ITEM NUMBERS 
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Letters 



Dear Mr. Edelman: 

Over the last year or so, I’ve noticed a 
trend in the Science Fiction and Hard Sci- 
ence magazines I read. More and more peo- 
ple write letters that mourn the space pro- 
gram, and that’s OK, but all too many of 
them seem to feel that it’s the country that’s 
let them down. Maybe they don’t know that 
dreams are something you have to work for. 

Organizations like the National Space 
Society, the Planetary Society, and maga- 
zines like this are important, but they carry 
very little weight, unless they are backed up 
by communications from real live people. 
It’s the ones not small enough to subscribe 
we have to reach. 

For well over a decade, I’ve been waging 
a one-woman campaign to let politicians, 
aerospace companies, newspapers, and 
neighbors know there are many down-to- 
Earth reasons for fully fimding NASA, and/or 
an all-out private movement to the stars. 

Mining the Moon and asteroid belt won’t 
crowd out wildlife, create oil spills or haz- 
ardous waste, strip national parks, or pollute 
the aquifer or air. Solar collectors on the 
Moon won’t have cloudy down days. There 
are enough natural resources in the Moon to 
last this planet several generations at twice 
the consumption rate of today. There’s lots 
of living space on the Moon, Mars and space 
stations. Dump hazardous waste on the plan- 
ets where man can’t live; use it to terraform 
them. There’s profit in bringing back and 
refining those natural resources. Unlike Mid- 
Eastern oil, no one controls the resources of 
space. Yet. 

I’m sure you can think of more reasons. 
It’d be nice if we could get people in every 
district to campaign with us, but let’s do 
what we can, OK? Shaipen your quill, boot 
the computer, rev up the information high- 
way, wax your ESP, light the signal fires, 
whatever. 

True, the Space Race is over, but the Great 
Gold Rush to the Stars is at hand, and just as 
in last century’s Gold Rush, Devil take the 
hindmost. 

It’s a nice dream, but making dreams come 
true is hard work we can’t trust to anyone 
else. We have to do it ourselves. 

R. Elaine Sweatt 

Dear Sir: 

Recently I watched a program on the Dis- 
covery Channel about SETI, the Search for 
Extra-Terrestrial Intelligence. It’s an inter- 
esting activity, but after I had thought about 
it for awhile, I came to the conclusion that 
it's not a good idea. In fact, I hope they are 
completely unsuccessful. If an ETI finds us 
before we find it, it will be small comfort if 



it is not overtly hostile. The fact that it dis- 
covers us first will mean that it has advanced 
to a higher level than we have. That in turn 
will mean the ETI can follow any course of 
action it chooses regarding us and our 
planet. Whether that action will be benefi- 
cial or detrimental to us will be totally out 
of our hands — we will be as helpless as rats 
in a laboratory cage. 

Bryan O’Driscoll 

Dear Mr. Edelman: 

I read Frederik Pohl’s essay in the Septem- 
ber issue yesterday, and the note in the Janu- 
ary 1995 issue from Ms. Cotrell today. I am in 
general agreement with her comments, but 
she introduced further errors in the discus- 
sion after pointing out Mr. Pohl’s error about 
weight and mass. I would like to clarify the 
matter, as it causes untold confusion. 

The newton (the unit) is spelled with a small 
letter to distinguish it from Sir Isaac’s name, 
Newton. So please note that units named for 
people are written with small letters. 

Mass is a characteristic that describes a 
body’s ability to resist changes in its motion 
(mass is a measure of a body’s inertia) and 
its response to the proximity of another mas- 
sive body (massive bodies attract one 
another gravitationally). The unit of measure 
for mass in the International System of Units 
is the kilogram (kg), which happens to be 
the mass of one liter of water (technically, 
water that’s at a temperature of about 15 
degrees Centigrade). In the “English” sys- 
tem, used by one-twenty-fourth of the 
world’s population (just us, folks), the unit of 
mass is the slug. Mass is the same no matter 
where a body is. It is a permanent feature of 
inanimate bodies and the same everywhere. 

Weight is the gravitational force on one 
body near another massive body such as a 
planet. In the International System, force is 
measured in newtons (N). The force on a 
typical small apple here on planet Earth is 
about 1 N. So the “net weight” on a package 
should be given as pounds or newtons. (The 
unit of force in the “English” system is the 
pound.) The mass should be given in slugs or 
kilograms. The weight on Mars or the Moon 
is different from the weight on Earth, but the 
mass is the same everywhere; a supplier 
would do better to sell by mass if people are 
to be allowed to buy the same product any- 
where. 

Gordon Aubrecht 

Professor of Physics 

The Ohio State University at Marion 



Readers — please let us know how tve’re 
doing at: letters lo the Editor, Science Fiction 
Age, P. 0. Box 369, Damascus, MD 20872. 
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NEW FROM THE MULTIPLE AWARD-WINNING, NATIONALLY 
BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF XENOCIDE! 

EARTHBORN 
Homecoming: Volume Five 

ORSON SCOTT CARD 

“As a maker of visions and a creator of heroes, Card is not to be outdone.” 

—Library Journal 




“The Homecoming Saga is a well-turned series, with 
intriguing ideas, well-developed characters and setting, and 
a plot huge enough to satisfy the most extravagant 
tastes.” — Kirkus Reviews 

“The best writer science fiction has to offer.” 

— The Houston Post 



“Card is an excellent storyteller who conveys not only 
action but complex family relationships and difficult 
ethical dilemmas.” — Denver Post 



“Card is a master storyteller.” — The Seattle Times 



“The whole series will prove as readable — and 

committed — as we’ve come to expect from 
” — Locus 



‘[Card] has succeeded once again in making 
ideas and situations that could have led other 
disaster!” — The Chicago Sun-Times 



Planet Earth has changed in the 40 million years since humans last set foot there. The 
land has shifted and changed beyond the Oversoul’s recognition, and two new intelligent 
races have arisen to challenge the children of Harmony in the Homecoming — people 
evolved to live in the tree-tops and in tunnels beneath the earth. Both races saw the new 
human arrivals first as gods, and then as enemies. ..only now, years later, is a fragile 
peace beginning to be born. Meanwhile, high in orbit above the Earth, lives Shedemei, 
the last survivor of the original travelers from Harmony. She has only one purpose in her 
life, now, which she shares with the Oversoul. ..to find the Keeper of Earth. 

EARTHBORN • A Tor Hardcover • 0-312-93040-2 • $23.95 
Also Available in a Special Leatherbound Edition 
(limited to a print run of 50 copies) 0-312-85928-7 • $200 




Editorial 

By Scott Edelman 



Hitchhiking is legal along the 
information superhighway. 



The world is shrink- 
ing every day, and 
soon will Jit inside 
your PC. Art by 
Mike Wright. 




A S IF ANY MORE EVIDENCE WAS NEEDED THAT WE 
are living in a Science Fiction Age, consider 
the ways in which my own life has changed in 
recent years. Once, contact with the SF com- 
munity was limited, and bound by time and space. Con- 
ventions, letters, gossip-filled fanzines and all too infre- 
quent phone calls were all that kept the flow of 
information going. I was a consumer, one of the last to 
know of any breaking event in the field, usually finding 
out the big news only once it had cooled into type. 

Now 1 am living in another world, one ripped from the 
pages of a science fiction stoiy. For these days, after read- 
ing the mail that has been sent to my home address, and 
then sorting through the mass of submissions, inquiries 
and Letters to the Editor that have arrived at the maga- 
zine’s post office box, once 1 have finished living in the ink 
and paper world... 

I can then dive into cyberspace. 

Please keep in mind that this doesn’t yet happen quite 
the way it does in SF. We’re not yet at the point where I 
can jack an input wire directly to my brain, switch off the 
“real” world, and plug into one that will let me wander 
among the bytes of information as easily as I today walk 
down the solid concrete streets. That level of direct com- 
munication with tire computer world is still left for the 
future (or for occasional stories in the pages of this mag- 



azine). I still have to let my eyes scan a viewing screen 
while my fingers race across a keyboard. The process is 
more cumbersome than we would like, but, still, inar- 
guably, the world has changed. Here are some examples 
from my own daily life. 

The world I inhabit seems so much smaller now. When 
an SF luminary was about to pass away a few year's back, 
cyberspace swelled up to form an electronic deathwatch. 
making the death that much more personal and painful. 
I scanned posts where people wrote of having received 
phone calls from major newspapers for quotations 
needed in obituaries for the death that had not yet 
occurred. Happy anecdotes were tossed off as if to ward 
off the sadness that was to come. Nights spent before my 
computer left me misty-eyed. Rather than being an impar- 
tial observer, saddened by death yet somehow distant 
from it, all of us in the SF community who were on-line 
were brought to the bedside. News that I once would 
have learned of from the pages of Locus I now hear about 
when, and sometimes before, it happens. 

The world has become my global encyclopedia. When- 
ever I need to track down a piece of information — a 
writer’s address and phone number, the title and author 
of a stoiy of which I can only remember the plot, clarifi- 
cation of a scientific fact that troubles me — I find that I 
can log on, post my queiy, leave my computer, go on 
about my business, and then log on once more an hour 
later to find out that half a dozen people have chimed in 
with the information I need. 

Distance has vanished. Many of the Science Forums 
which you have read in the pages of Science Fict ion Age 
have been performed on-line, with the participants scat- 
tered across the map, sitting before their own computers 
on both coasts and all points in between. I have assigned 
articles and essays and had them delivered without using 
a sheet of paper, with letteis and attachments E-mailed 
through my phone lines. Some of the letters sent to me by 
readers have been to my E-mail address. 

My own particular piece of cyberspace is on a com- 
mercial service called GEnie, run by General Electric, 
which as far as I can ascertain seems to have the highest 
percentage of working SF professionals of any of the ser- 
vices. But however you decide to access the electronic 
superhighway, whether it be through GEnie or one of the 
other services such as America Online or CompuServe, 
or whether you have your own Internet access, it is there 
that you will come face to face with the future. 

Soon, the entire contents of the Library of Congress 
will be on-line for us to browse. Within our lifetimes, tire 
electronic web that has started tying the world together 
will allow a level of communication tire world has never 
known. What further proof is needed that we are indeed 
living in a Science Fiction Age? 

Just one — readers with access to E-nrail can reach nre 
at the address of S.Edelrrranl@Genie.Geis.Conr with let- 
ters of comment and suggestions. Watch out for tire speed 
bumps on the information superhighway! □ 
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Now you can take your checkwriting to a 
new dimension. ..with these incredible new 
STAR TREK Checks! Whether you're a dedicated 
STAR TREK fan or a fan of space exploration, 
these checks — accepted by banks throughout 
the galaxy — were created for you. 

Choose from two packages. STAR TREK Classic 
contains all five of the images shown here — 
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capturing the essence of the ground-breaking 
television series that's now a part of our American 
heritage. Or, pay tribute to the pioneers of space 
study and travel with a set featuring the United 
Federation of Planets official seal on every check. 
Either way, you'll receive a complimentary 
checkbook cover depicting the Starship Enterprise 
en route to its next cosmic destination. 
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This is the first and only offer of its kind. 
That's why every STAR TREK fan — as well as 
all who believe in our potential to touch the 
stars — should have these checks. (And you 
don't need a checking account to order a 
commemorative set for your collection!) 

If you aren't low on checks right now, reserve 
your order by purchasing a check certificate.* 
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This ensures that you'll have your STAR TREK 
checks when you're ready for them. 

Best of all, these exceptional, collectible 
checks cost no more — and in many cases 
less — than the generic scenic check packages 
offered by your financial institution. 

This offer won't orbit forever. So send for 
your checks and check certificates today 1 . . 
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3. Enclose a check payable to The Anthony Grandio Company.' 

4. Commemorative sets are for collection purposes only and require no banking information. 
Please provide on a separate sheet of paper your name and address as you wish it to 
appear on your commemorative set. 

5. To order gift'check certificates call 1-800-472-6346. 

Satisfaction Guaranteed 

If you aren't completely satisfied with your order. The Anthony Grandio Company will cheer- 
fully replace it or refund your money in full. Thank you for your order. We look forward to 
putting your name on these extraordinary checks. Your orders processed with more than 65 
years of check printing experience. 

TM, ® © 1993 Paramount Pictures. All Rights Reserved. STAR TREK is a Registered 
Trademark of Paramount Pictures. The Anthony Grandio Company is an Authorized User. 
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Jacksonville, FL 32241 -3098 
(Please allow 4 weeks (or regular delivery.) 
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books 

By David Brin, Richard Parks and Eric Baker 

William Barton shines a spotlight 
on the darker side of military SF. 




Must all heroes be 
heroic? Ask Athol 
Morrison. Cover art 

/Or When Heaven uuopiiic uic wuuuuuai lion, umuvauvc 

Fell is by Sean authors sometimes dare to explore the darker side. They 

Beavers. do this by portraying a personality other than the stan- 

dard stalwart hero, or else by showing us a dire situat ion 
in which there seems to be no way out. 

There is something fascinating about a devil drawn so 
well that you cannot help feeling sympathy for it, and 
even sharing madness for a while. Norman Spinrad and 
the late Alfred Bester made brave forays into this field, as 
did George Orwell. Charles Sheffield and Frederik Pohl 
have each caused readers to squirm by cramming our 
viewpoint into the skulls of monstrous men, while Orson 
Scott Card adroitly plumbs the chilling self-justification 
process of demigod protagonists who repeatedly impose 
their will on humanity... always for its own good. 

William Barton is a gifted writer who now joins this dar- 
ing literary club through his latest effort — When Heaven 
Fell (Warner Aspect, paperback, 343 pages, $5.50)— a 
novel that will surprise military-SF fans who pick it up 
solely because of the ait, cover blurb, and premise. 

At first sight, the situation could not be simpler. 

Athol Morrison was only a boy when the cybernetic 
“Master Race” annexed Earth into a galaxy-spanning 
empire, in a war of conquest that cost 8 billion human 
lives, leaving the planet half-mined and repressed. Yet tire 
ferocity of Terran resistance won Earthlings a reputation 
as good fighters and useful recruits in the voracious 
machinery of further conquest. 

As a teenager, Athol competed for a coveted position 
in the Strahi, a corps of single-minded soldiery reminis- 



. 



IKE ANY GOOD GENRE OF LITERATURE, SF SHOULD 
not be constrained to telling only happy end- 
ings or depicting solely likeable protagonists. 



cent of Gordon Dickson’s Dorsai — dedicated, skilled, 
ruthless, and humorless professional killer's. Yet, these 
are Dorsai with a difference. Barton misnames them 
“mercenaries.” A better historical parallel would be the 
word “sepoy” — native troops who slay their brethren at 
the whim of foreign lords. 

Like janissaries of old, Strahi warriors are still slaves, 
despite being rewarded with luxuries, such as personal 
harems. Their sole task is the brutal suppression of any 
glimmerings of liberty among tire myriad vassal races. 

Barton brilliantly portrays the soul-numbness Athol 
must cultivate in order to get through each day. Frequent 
scenes of carnage depict one-sided “battles” in which he 
and his comrades passionlessly slaughter multitudes of 
aboriginals foolish enough to rebel armed only with 
archaic, out-matched weapons such as spears, tanks, and 
laser beams. All tactics are futile against Strahi, who are 
equipped with the Masters’ overwhelming technology. 

These brutal episodes alternate with Morrison’s con- 
tinuing first person narration of his sex life, a relentless 
recounting of dour consummations with his concubines, 
or with women of desperate, impoverished Earth. Even 
when reunited with his first love, poor Athol’s concupis- 
cent depictions are mechanical, never rising to “lustful," 
let alone “amorous.” His need to tell it all in such clinical 
detail only adds to the picture of a lonely psyche. 

The syncopated succession of violent and carnal acts 
diverges for a time when Athol takes his first leave home 
in twenty years, and we get to see our world under the 
oppressor’s boot. Barton conveys tragic poignancy with 
his rendering of enslaved Earth — quite an accomplish- 
ment when our viewing port is the stem, anesthetized 
gaze of Athol Morrison. There are moments of lyrical sad- 
ness, when tire protagonist’s icy armor seems almost to 
crack... then reseal at a moment of soul-grinding betrayal. 
All told, it is an impressive character study, drawn with a 
fine, steady hand. 

There are potential nitpicks. Purists will puzzle over 
Ballon’s reversal of “battalion” and “regiment.” More sig- 
nificantly, one might have envisioned Ballon’s slave races 
turning to subtler forms of rebellion against the Masters, 
whose origins are said to be rooted more in the logic of 
a hive than intentional computer design. The Masters' 
“poppit” symbionts, especially, would seem good targets 
for biological warfare, or the “poor man’s antimatter 
bomb.” History is filled with other ways serfs have coped, 
and eventually prevailed— ways and means that might 
have made for good extrapolation to a futuristic tyranny. 

As for the sin of “temporal coincidence,” in which all 
soils of galaxy-spanning stuff just happens to take place 
within moments of our achieving starflight, Barton cer- 
tainly did not invent this all-too common authorial vice, 
and this writer is hardly in a position to cast stones. Per- 
haps a future generation of SF authors will outgrow it. 

One can hope. 

None of the above indicts When Heaven Fell, because 
this book is not about SF ideas any more than it is your 
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standard militaiy-SF rebellion fantasy. Fans 
of either sub-genre are bound to be disap- 
pointed. Even those who devour it for the 
innumerable salacious erotic passages must 
in time realize that the jaded descriptions are 
meant to pall and leave you feeling sad. 

Rather, Ballon’s delicately crafted charac- 
ter study deals foremost with the desolation 
of a single human spirit It is about the kind of 
self-justification that the capos at Auschwitz 
must have engaged in, both rationalizing and 
numbing themselves in order to get through 
each day. 

When Heaven Fell is the sort of probing 
meditation one might have expected of 
Thomas Disch, if he ever took on such a 
topic... portraying both the delusions and the 
joyless distractions any of us might engage in, 
if we lost all hope and die universe turned out 
to be one and die same with hell. 



Proteus in the Underworld, by Charles 
Sheffield, Baen Books, 299 pp., $5.99. 

Proteus in the Underworld is die latest in 
Charles Sheffield’s Proteus series. For read- 
ers — like me — who have discovered this 
series only recently, it’s set in a future where 
a delicate balance of hardware, software, and 
biofeedback allow human beings to transform 
themselves into a nearly infinite variety of 
alternative physical forms. This has allowed 
humanity to adopt specialized forms suited to 
almost every solar environment, from Mars to 
Saturn to die Oort Cloud. It also has extended 
human life spans, nearly eliminated disease 
and deformity, and rendered cosmetic surgery 
both obsolete and superfluous. 

Note the emphasis on “human.” Only 
human beings have proven to have the 
required combination of intelligence and will 
that allows them to interact with form 
change machines and the biofeedback that 
is at their heart. This truism has been for- 
malized as die “humanity test,” and all chil- 
dren of a certain age have to pass the test or 
be sent to the organ banks. For a test with 
such potentially dire consequences to be 
acceptable, it has to be objective, accurate, 
and foolproof. So when several so-called 
“feral forms” — littie more than mutated mon- 
sters born in the outer solar system— pass 
die humanity test handily but prove to be nei- 
ther human nor even sentient, this presents 
a problem. 

Sondra Wolf Dearborn is the agent of the 
Office of Form Control assigned to find the 
solution. Sondra has little field experience 
and is in over her head. She’s smart enough 
to know it and seeks help from her distant 
relative, the nearly legendary Behrooz “Bey” 
Wolf. Bey Wolf is the retired former head of 
the Office of Form Control and a master of 
form change theory and practice. He’s the 
perfect choice, only Bey Wolf is busy now 
with his own private research and has no 
intention of being drawn back into die prob- 
lems and politics of his old department. 

Of course things don’t work out that way. 
The mere fact tiiat Sondra contacted him at 
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all sets in motion a chain of events that draws 
them both deeper into the mystery of the 
feral forms and the onion layers of conspir- 
acy within conspiracy that are at its heart. 
Before long, everyone from the Old Mars Pol- 
icy Council to Gertrude Zenobia Melford, 
head of the powerful Biological Equipment 
Corporation and the richest person in the 
solar system, are after Bey Wolfs services. It 
doesn’t take a genius of Bey Wolf’s caliber to 
see that something odd is going on. Just what 
that is, and the mostly separate paths Bey 
Wolf and Sondra Dearborn take to piece the 
mystery together, are at the heart of this book. 

There’s another emphasis. Mystery. 
Despite the SF trappings, I think Proteus in 
the Undet'world also qualifies as a mystery 
novel, in that the central puzzle is the driving 
force behind most action. Charles Sheffield is 
a working scientist, and his affection for 
ideas and speculation shows clearly in this 
book— Iris design for a form-changed human 
who can survive on the surface of Mars is as 
neat a bit of speculation as you’ll find— but 
here most of that serves as foundation for 
what is essentially a mystery plot. At one 
point Robert Caprnan, a form-changed 
human living on Saturn, goes so far as to 
inform Sondra that “. . .based upon what you 
have told me and what I have told you, you 
have enough information to complete with- 
out assistance from anyone tire task assigned 
to you by tire Office of Form Control.” Shades 
of an Ellery Queen episode. “If you’ve been 



watching — closely — you have all the clues 
you need” is how I remember it, but the chal- 
lenge is tire same for Sondra and tire reader. 
The information is there — solve the mystery. 

This isn’t a condemnation by any means. 
Such crossovers have a long and distin- 
guished history, and if genre crossover leads 
to the kind of literary diversity that the 
genetic kind creates in the biological sphere, 
I’nr for it. The only question remaining is how 
well this part icular example works. 

Pretty well, I think. One slight problem I 
had with the book was in Sheffield’s handling 
of point of view. Scenes that were told from 
one point of view sometimes had little asides 
that were clearly not from that character’s 
viewpoint. It tended to jar. The story flow was 
strong enough to keep me going, but it would 
have been a nicer trip without those little 
bumps. I also wish he’d spent a little more 
time showing the effect of the form-change 
technology on day-to-day life, but the book’s 
focus is clearly elsewhere. The author’s inter- 
est is on the big picture consequences of the 
technology, and that perspective forms part 
of the denouement of the book. 

Though it takes a little time for someone 
new to the series to absorb the background, 
Sheffield makes it painless enough, filling in 
what history is needed when it’s needed. 
Someone already familiar with the series 
would doubtless have hit the ground running. 
Sheffield also manages to include a few inter- 
estingly oddball characters along the way, 



though it’s no surprise that he’s at his very 
best when depicting scientists happily work- 
ing within their chosen specialties 
It may be a stereotype that readers of hard 
SF like good ideas better than good charac- 
ters, but there’s enough of both here for bal- 
ance. There’s also a neat little tag at the end 
that’s not so much a twist as an implied 
promise. I don’t know where or if Sheffield 
plans to go with it, but I admit it — I’m curi- 
ous. Which may be the point. 

Richard Parks 



Flies from The Amber, by Wil McCarthy, 
Penguin Roc, paperback, 304 pages, $4.99. 

Flies From the Amber, the second novel 
from Wil McCarthy, is a hard science fiction 
novel to please the most technophilic heart, 
hung on an adventure plot that will keep you 
turning pages right through to its climax. It 
is easily the best book about the implica- 
tions of hypermasses and relativity I have 
read since Robert Forward’s classic The 
Dragon’s Egg. At the same time, it extrapo- 
lates a future for humanity that is as believ- 
able as it is hopeful. 

Get a copy of McCarthy’s book. After you 
finish reading this magazine, of course, but 
then go read Flies From the Amber. Seri- 
ously. How many good books will be pub- 
lished this year? The Hugo and Nebula com- 
mittees estimate that there will be five. Even 
if there are twice that many, why miss this 
one? The year is very young yet, but I don’t 
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Books to Watch For 



Johnny Mnemonic, by William Gibson 
(Ace). The original short story by the 
father of cyberpunk will soon hit your local 
theater as a big budget movie, as we 
reported in our March 1995 issue. Relive it 
all with Gibson’s screenplay adaptation. 

Future Perfect: American Science 
Fiction of the Nineteenth Century, by 
H. Bruce Franklin (Rutgers University 
Press). A re-release of this ground-break- 
ing anthology of nineteenth century SF by 
Hawthorne, Poe and others. 

In the Empire of Shadow, by 
Lawrence Watt-Evans (Del Rey). Pel, Amy, 
and the rest, having been stranded in the 
Galactic Empire, realize that the only way 
back home to Earth is through the realm 
of Shadow. 

Woman Without a Shadow, by Karen 
Haber (DAW). After crossing paths with 
the most important psi family on the 
planet Styx, empath Kayla John Reed 
must race across a galaxy filled with those 
who fear her powers. 

The Steampunk Trilogy, by Paul Di 
Filippo (Four Walls Eight Windows). A 
newt clone of Queen Victoria, Hottentots, 
and Lovecraftian monsters invade Massa- 
chusetts, and Emily Dickinson meets Walt 
Whitman. 



Gold, by Isaac Asimov (Harper Prism). 
Don’t miss the Good Doctor’s final collec- 
tion, which brings together all of his SF 
stories that have never before appeared in 
book form. Also included are uncollected 
writings about the craft of SF. 

Creature Features Movie Guide 
Strikes Again, by John Stanley (Crea- 
tures at Large Press). Updated edition of 
an opinionated (and fascinating) guide to 
5,614 SF, Horror, and Fantasy movies, by 
the host of the TV show Creature Features. 

The Unnatural, by David Prill (St. Mar- 
tin’s). Bloch and Bradbury spring to mind 
when reading this bizarre first novel. Andy 
Archway attempts to break the world 
embalming record, “dedicated to the 
funeral directors of America.” 

Primary Inversion, by Catherine 
Asaro (Bantam Spectra). Three empires — 
including ours — compete among the stars 
using the faster-than-light inversion drive 
of the book’s title. Only space pilot Valdo- 
ria can prevent interstellar war. 

A Farce To Be Reckoned With, by 
Roger Zelazny and Robert Sheckley (Ban- 
tam Spectra). Demon Azzie Elbub returns 
to commission a play about the seven 
deadly sins to give evil good PR, when 
Azzie collides with the angel Babriel. 



lightly compare From Amber to The 
Dragon’s Egg. I think it is that good. 

Ignoring the Star Wars style prologue, the 
novel begins in the Malhela system, a back- 
water of human civilization where a colony 
was established on the planet Unua 400 
years before the main events of the book 
take place. The Malhela system itself, 
formed from a nebula which catastrophe has 
rendered prematurely old, contains two 
black holes and two dwarf stars. Rich in 
nothing except gravity wells, the Malhelans 
are too poor to even build their own inter- 
stellar ships, and so they are cut off from the 
rest of human space. Thus Captain (and later 
President) Jafre Shem is overjoyed when a 
routine mining expedition in the Aurelo 
debris belt discovers a deposit of unidenti- 
fied “crystals” (dubbed centrokrist) that 
seem to be of alien origin. A message is sent 
to Earth, and the colonists sit back to wait 
for the first visitors in their history. 

At this point, the novel jumps forward 
eighty years to the arrival of the Chrysan- 
themum, a commercial starship ferrying a 
scientific expedition sent to study the cen- 
trokrist and the Malhelans themselves. On 
board are the rest of the point of view char- 
acters, physicist Tom Kreider, archaepale- 
ontologist Yezu Manaka, sociologist Jhoe 
Freetz, and Chief Technical Officer Miquel 
Barta. After the give away prologue, it comes 
as no suiprise that there is more mystery in 
the Malhelan system than just some alien 
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gems, and literally within minutes of arriv- 
ing in the system, Miquel has discovered the 
first of them in the halo of the black hole 
named Soleco, which is Esperanto for lone- 
liness. While Miquel and the Chrysanthe- 
mum explore Soleco, Tom and Yezu tackle 
the centrokrist, and Jhoe sets off to explore 
the Malhelans themselves. As the book pro- 
gresses, the characters’ divergent quests all 
end up arriving at the same crisis. 

Flies From the Amber is a hard science 
fiction novel in most of its conventions. Its 
point of view characters (with the exception 
of Jafre) are scientists. They are all male. 
The book’s action takes place mostly in 
space. Some of its tensest scenes are when 
characters struggle to solve scientific prob- 
lems. Technology is always the solution, 
never the problem. The only convention of 
hai'd science storytelling that Flies From the 
Amber violates is that for all their struggles, 
tragedies, and triumphs, the main characters 
are essentially observers to the most signif- 
icant events of the book. From Amber is 
more like Forward’s Flight of the Dragonfly 
than The Dragon’s Egg in this regard. The 
story ends up being one of man against envi- 
ronment, and the best thing for man to do is 
keep out of tire way. 

What makes From Amber a terrific book 
is the environment that the men are strug- 
gling against. Miquel, for instance, ends up 
pursuing his mystery down into the gas halo 
of the black hole. Tom and Yezu end up in 
the outer reaches of the system, without 
most of their equipment, struggling to make 
sense of the centrokrist while it just keeps 
getting stranger. And Jhoe has to find his 
way on a planet where the brightest day is 
no lighter than Earth under a full moon, and 
“darkness” is a curse word. 

The defining difference in this future civi- 
lization that McCarthy has created is that the 
human life span has drastically increased. 
This is not from the effects of relativistic 
travel on the starships (although the effects of 
this are another thread in the novel), but 
because of better medicine. Jack-Jack Sny- 
der, the colony’s oldest member and one of 
its founders, was bom on Earth, and yet, 400 
standard years later, he is still spry and ener- 
getic. He serves as the book’s sage and wel- 
coming committee. Tom, Yezu, and Jhoe are 
all past their hundredth birthdays. It is a soci- 
ety in which twenty-five is the age of consent 
and the majority of the population regard 
people in their thirties as still being children. 

I liked this extrapolation a lot. It agrees 
with my prejudice that civilizations that are 
pushing themselves out into the stars will 
also be pushing to lead longer, more active 
lives. Also, looking at the large and small 
changes that the greater life span produced 
in the characters and their society makes for 
interesting reading. 

Similarly, it is fun to watch the characters 
trying to keep track of all the action when 
almost everything has to be filtered through 
the effects of relativity and interplanetary 
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distances. Hours-long conversations are 
thankfully rendered in simple transcripts. 
Characters trying to understand what they 
are observing do the actual math although 
(again, thankfully) McCarthy simply repro- 
duces equations without solving them. And 
all this setup is important, because the 
book’s ending can’t be understood without 
this preparation. As it is, the ending is unex- 
pected, but with hindsight it seems 
inevitable. 

Flies From the Amber is not without 
flaws. Because of the focus on the phenom- 
enon in the Malhelan system and the 
colony’s culture, there isn’t much space left 
for the personal problems of the main char- 
acters. Two marriages and two love affairs 
form the heart of main characters’ personal 
lives, but because of the demands of the man 
vs. environment plot, the reader only gets 
told about the important events in these rela- 
tionships instead of being there to experi- 
ence them. Similarly, everyone is pretty 
much the same person at the end of the book 
that they were at its beginning. Politics 
appear only in their simplest form, religion 
not at all. Oh, and no one has a pet. 

Still, it is unfair to demand that a novel 
have everything. Flies From the Amber has 
a sense of wonder, conlains fascinating, real- 
istic science, is set against a wonderfully 
inventive background, is told by charming 
characters you can root for, and is driven by 
a fast paced plot that keeps you reading. So 
while waiting for those other four good 
books to be published this year, read Flies 
From the Ambei • now. 

Eric Baker 



RECENT AND RECOMMENDED 

■ If ever there was a book designed to be 
read compulsively, as addictive as a bowl of 
salted peanuts, The Ultimate Guide to Sci- 
ence Fiction, Second Edition (Scolar Press, 
hardcover, 481 pages, $59.50) is that book. 
David Pringle, editor and publisher of the 
United Kingdom’s famed SF magazine Inter- 
zone, has created a guide to over 3,500 SF 
novels, anthologies, and short stoiy collec- 
tions, arranged alphabetically by title. While 
there’s enough factual information about 
authors, titles, and plot synopses to solve 
many a literary dispute, the volume’s use of 
zero to four-star ratings means that the book 
will create as many debates as it solves. To 
give you a bench mark, Thomas Disch’s John 
Campbell Award-winning novel On the Wings 
of Song earned itself four stars, Robert A. 
Heinlein’s Hugo-winning cult classic Stranger 
in a Strange Land garnered three, Beyond 
Apollo by Barry N. Malzberg, which won the 
first John W. Campbell Award, earned two 
stars, Anne McCaffrey’s Restoree was given 
one star, and L. Ron Hubbard’s Battlefield 
Earth went starless. Readers will enjoy look- 
ing up their favorite books and testing their 
own critical faculties against those of Pringle, 
as well as acquainting themselves with unfa- 
Continued on page 61 
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Movies 

By Ed Flivman 



Judge Dredd, Casper, and Congo 

top a bumper crop of genre blockbusters. 



England’s cult 
avenger Judge 
Dredd reaches the 
silver screen at last. 




I F YOU’RE AT ALL LIKE MYSELF— THAT IS, A BIG FAN OF 
movies, and especially of movies boasting elements 
of science fiction or fantasy — spring is a time of 
year that overflows with the excruciating pleasure 
of anticipation, as Hollywood’s dream merchants gear up 
to lure us to the cinema with a new array of blockbuster 
entertainments. Last year’s summer season was itself a 
blockbuster, with eight films passing the $100 million box 
office milestone — and two of these, Forrest Gump and 
The Lion King, made close to $300 million in ticket sales. 

Which is not to say that there aren’t disappointments in 
store. One of last summer’s biggest hits, The Flintstones, 
was universally reviled by critics and audiences alike — 
even my eleven-year-old niece hated it and tells me her 
friends did as well. But she saw it four times, because 
that’s how many birthday party movie outings she 
attended early last summer. 

Unlike the kiddies, we aren’t restricted to a diet of G- 
rated films, but our situation is not entirely dissimilar. If 
only because it worked so well last year, we can expect 
mega-doses of promotional hype to accompany this sum- 
mer’s films, and as the big releases break wide on as many 
as 2,000 screens (out of a national total of about 30,000), 



at times it can seem that we’re being force-fed. The least 
we can ask is that a few of this summer’s films be ivell- 
made. And the most we can hope for, though it’s yet to be 
realized, is a summer filled with excellent films. 

Ever since that golden Memorial Day weekend when 
Star Wars opened in 1977, Hollywood has marked May as 
the first month of summer, and this year is no different. 
The month’s first weekend will bring the opening of Tales 
From the Hood, an extended homage to the Amicus 
anthology films of the 1970s, filtered through a black per- 
spective. Writer-director Rusty Cundieff, whose first film 
was the comic cult hit .Fear of a Black Hat, cast Clarence 
Williams III (surely you remember Link from Mod Squad) 
as Mr. Simms, a mortician with three tales to tell. His cap- 
tive audience consists of three street toughs, whose 
respective fates are revealed in each of the stories. 

Despite the consistently disappointing results from 
past video game adaptations, New Line is confident that 
Mortal Kombat, another May opener, will break the mold. 
Like previous efforts in this new subgenre, MK boasts 
elaborate effects and a superstar hunk; in this case, 
Christopher Lambert of Highlander fame. But New Line 
swears to us that MK offers something more. And that is 
possible; it was shot by an inventive new director (Paul 
Anderson, whose Shopping was a gritty tale of angry mall 
youth on a smash-and-grab spree in the not-very-distant 
future), and reportedly has an actual storyline. 

“The problem with something like Super Maiio Bros. 
or Street Fighter is that you don’t have a story,” star Lam- 
bert said in a recent Sci-Fi Entertainment interview. “The 
only thing they do is kick people’s ass at every comer of 
every street, and after ten or fifteen minutes it becomes 
very tiring. I’d rather play the game — or go watch a kick 
boxing event. Mortal Kombat works as a story.” 

May’s final weekend boasts two openings of interest. 
The medieval romance Braveheart is a pet project of its 
star and director, Mel Gibson. Since Gibson himself is a 
science fiction fan (he’s convinced Ray Bradbury to work 
on a script for a forthcoming remake of Fahrenheit 451), 
we’ll be watching this one with some interest. Though 
tire film’s storyline remains under wraps at this writing, 
we note that Nick Allder, whose past credits include 
Alien and The Princess Bride, heads the effects crew. 

Tire same opening date will bring us Universal/Amblin’s 
effects spectacular Casper, adapted from the Harvey 
comic. This film went into production way back in Janu- 
ary of last year; the lengthy postproduction period has 
been dedicated to filling in tire role of the title character 
via digital imaging. While tire general profile of the film 
suits it perfectly to follow in the footsteps of The Flint- 
stones as effects-filled, but basically empty, kiddie fod- 
der, I personally find a great deal of hope in the fact that 
screenwriters Deanna Oliver and Sherry Stoner gradu- 
ated to the feature after writing for Spielberg’s excellent 
television cartoon shows, Tiny Toons Adventures and 
Animaniacs. 

Mel and the all-digital friendly ghost will no doubt still 
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work of art, crafted entirely in the United States. Full 60 day money 
back guarantee of satisfaction. 



Bonus premium! 

Order now and immediately 
receive our exclusively licensed, ^ r»V 
full-color reissue of a rare 
32 page Buck Rogers in the 25th 
Century book. Originally 
printed in 1933 and available 
with this XZ-38 re-creation 



— 



Please enter my order for the 
legendary Buck Rogers in the 25th 
Century XZ-38 Disintegrator Pistol. 

A $200 deposit confirms my 
reservation. Then you will bill my 
credit card $99 per month for five 
monthly installments, plus $9.95 
shipping and handling for each pistol 
ordered. The display frame and full 
color collector’s reissue of Buck 
Rogers in the 25th Century are 
included at no additional cost. Due to 
the complex nature of the investment 
casting process, please allow 4 to 6 
months for delivery. Subject to 
availability. Offer expires Dec. 31, 
1995. Missouri residents will have 
state sales tax added. 
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Apollo 13, starring Tom Hanks, tells the true story of the near-tragic NASA mission that 
suffered an eocplosion aboard the command module en route to the Moon. 



be kickin’ box office booty two weeks later, 
when on June 9, the first real taste of big bud- 
get science fiction reaches the summer 
screen. MGM’s Species, a thriller of genetics 
gone wild, features a sterling cast topped by 
Ben Kingsley, Michael Madsen, and Forest 
Whitaker; and is directed by Roger Donald- 
son, who wrote and directed the quirky SF 
comedy Real Men. Again, extensive digital 
effects will be used to bring the starring crit- 
ter, designed by H.R. Giger of Alien fame, to 
startling life. 

On that very same day, Paramount will join 
the fray with the film Congo. Adapted from a 
Michael Crichton novel, directed by Frank 
Marshall, featuring Stan Winston-designed 
apes and visual effects by Industrial Light and 
Magic, the film reunites much of the talent 
behind Jurassic Park (with the notable 
exception of Steven Spielberg) in a tale of two 
scientists — one seeking industrial diamonds, 
the other returning an ape to the wild — who 
stumble upon a fabled lost city in the heart of 
Africa 

You’ll have one week to catch up before 
Batman Forever, Warner Brothers’ sole genre 
effort for the summer, opens on June 16. With 
Val Kilmer’s physique replacing much of the 
molded rubber of the past entries, with a new 
director, and especially with the perfect cast- 
ing of Tommy Lee Jones as Two-Face and Jim 
Carrey as the Riddler, this one is likely to be 
a mqjor break from Hollywood’s customary 
run of sequels-as-usual. 



The end of June brings a one-two combi- 
nation punch from Disney, and prospects are 
that their newest animated feature, Pocahon- 
tas (June 23), and the much-anticipated 
comic adaptation Judge Dredd (June 30) will 
put the entertainment giant at the top two 
spots on the box office charts. Pocahontas 
seems the riskier of the two projects, since it 
seems inevitable that the core of the film’s 
story will be an interracial romance between 



the title character and Captain John Smith 
(voiced by Mel Gibson). While most histori- 
ans contend that these two were not roman- 
tically linked, it’s hard to guess what other 
theme Disney could find in the story to pro- 
vide dramatic conflict. Regardless of the qual- 
ity of the film — which will no doubt be up to 
the studio’s high standards and will certainly 
open to big business— the difficulty of creat- 
ing a politically and historically correct story 
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Wear the respected Star 
Fleet symbol, recreated in 
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bas relief. 
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gold ring, $32.50 for each men's 10k gold ring, $29.50 for each ladies’ 14k 
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due in 9 equal monthly installments.” Please include shipping and handling 
charge of $7.50 per ring with initial installment. (On shipments to Minnesota, 
please add state sales tax of 6.5%. 

□ IN FULL BY CHECK. Enclosed please find my check or money order for the 
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I I IN FULL BY CREDIT CARD. Following shipment of my ring(s), please 
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In the post-apocalyptic future, civilization has taken to the sea in Kevin Costner's SF epic 
Watenvorld, a film, some industiy insiders speculate may cost Universal $165 million. 



that is not in some way patronizing may pre- 
vent Pocahontas from matching the success 
of Disney’s recent animated efforts. 

On the other hand, buzz is already building 
about Judge Dredd ; despite speculation on 
the part of many that Sylvester Stallone 
would (a) never stand for keeping his lovely 
mug covered by a full helmet for an entire fea- 
ture, and (b) would surely demand to deliver 
a flowery speech about justice in the final 
reel, the word is that (a) he did and (b) he 
didn't. Fans who have been seeing stills and 
clips are putting out the word that this is the 
“original” Judge Dredd brought to life, and 
credit for accomplishing this feat is largely 
attributed to Charles Lippincott, a major fig- 
ure in fan circles since his association with 
Lucasfilm way back in the late seventies, and 
a man with his fingers firmly on the fan pulse. 
And executive producer Ed Pressman— -who 
served in a similar capacity on Conan and 
The Crow — certainly couldn’t have hurt. 

Universal's Apollo 13— not science fiction 
but an effects-filled Tom Hanks vehicle— goes 
head-to-head with Dredd. With Hanks topping 
a cast of powerhouse actors, effects by Digi- 
tal Domain, and the suspenseful true story of 
an American space mission that came near to 
a tragic outcome, this one could appeal to a 
wide range of moviegoers, if it’s handled cor- 
rectly. The opening weekend may not be very 
strong, but if this movie has “the right stuff,” 
it’s a good bet to show GumpUke legs, playing 
throughout the summer and into fall. 



The third big June 30 opening is Renny Har- 
lin’s Cutthroat Island, from MGM; consider- 
ing the general performance of pirate movies 
in the last few years, this placement seems 
unusually risky— but certainly MGM knows 
what competition they face. Harlin must be 
delivering one heckuva movie to inspire such 
confidence; if not, the film will be forgotten by 



fall, except by the many folks who have fol- 
lowed star’ Geena Davis throughout her 
uneven career. 

The July and August release schedule 
remains up in the air as we go to press, but 
several genre films are likely to pop up in 
those months. There’s Tristar’s Johnny 
Mnemonic (already covered in detail in the 
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acclaimed for special effects, direction, set 
design, and it's fine -art quality. Spectacular 
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destiny. So say hello to "Farewell To Space 
Battleship Yamato." And say farewell to space ■ 
opera as you know it. 

CREDIT CARD ORDERS ASK FOR DEPT. A-3 

1 - 800 - 704 - 41)40 

MC, VISA & AMEX $29.95 PLUS $4.50 S/H 

SEND CHECKS OR MONEY ORDERS TO: 
Voyager Entertainment, Inc. 

P.O. Box 44290 Pittsburgh, PA 15205 





January Science Fiction Age)] Columbia’s 
First Knight, which retells the age-old legend 
of Camelot, stressing the romantic triangle of 
Lancelot (Richard Gere), Arthur (Sean Con- 
nery) and Guinevere (Julia Ormond); Virtu- 
osity, a sci-fi/action epic, pitting Denzel Wash- 
ington against a supervillain who has escaped 
from a virtual reality environment into the 
real world; last, and very possibly least, is 
Mighty Morphin Power Rangers, an inflated 
version of the kidvid phenomenon, with mon- 
sters realized by John Vulich and Everett Bur- 
rell’s Emmy- winning Optic Nerve Studios. 



And expect to make the third trip to medieval 
times within a single summer via Trimark’s A 
Kid, in King Arthur's Court, which Disney 
now plans to release in the first week of 
August. 

Late summer will also see the release of 
Waterworld, currently enduring mountains of 
negative press centering on the picture’s cost, 
estimated to be as high as $165 million (Uni- 
versal characterizes these estimates as wildly 
inflated). But the film will ultimately stand or 
fall on its story and production values, a fact 
that may be missed by film critics, who have 



a tendency to review a movie’s budget rather 
than its merits. Watenvorld's story is set in an 
age poised between extinction and a new 
beginning, where the last remnants of society 
have survived a period of global warming that 
has caused the Earth’s polar ice caps to melt. 
Earth’s remaining population has cobbled 
together the beginnings of a new culture, in a 
series of ramshackle floating islands. This bid 
for civilization is countered by roving pirates 
who survive by plunder. The only hope for the 
ragged survivors is a lone defender, the 
Mariner (Kevin Costner), a man-mutant gifted 
with gills who is determined to help the sur- 
vivors make a new start. Universal is con- 
templating an August release. 

Equally uncertain is the release date for 
Mai'y Reilly, the Julia Roberts vehicle 
retelling the stoiy of Robert Louis Steven- 
son’s Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, from the per- 
spective of the doctor’s maidservant, as 
adapted from Valerie Martin’s novel. Rumor 
has it that the completed film has had very 
successful previews — except that audiences 
find tlie current ending “unfocused.” Rewrites 
of the final scenes were ordered, and reshoots 
should be completed by the time you read 
this, which allows plenty of time for a late 
summer release. 

Or it may be delayed until fall, to compete 
with such entries as Die Hard 3 and John 
Carpenter’s remake of Village of the 
Damned...but let’s not jump too far ahead 
now, shall we? □ 



New on Video 



StarGate: Star Wars meets Raidas of 
the Lost Ark in this story of a scientist who 
journeys to another dimension, where he 
faces tfre wrath of an evil alien in tire guise 
of the Egyptian god, Ra. Featuring Kurt 
Russell and Jaye ( Ciying Game) Davidson. 

Jekyll and Hyde: Tire latest version of 
Robert Louis Stevenson’s classic novel 
about the tormented doctor who unleashes 
a great evil within him. Starring Michael 
Caine and Cheryl Ladd. 

Timecop: Jean-Claude Van Damnre 
kicks and punches his way through this 
futuristic thriller as he moves through 
time preventing criminals from misusing 
time travel. Also starring Mia Sara. 



Night Siege: Three unlikely heroes 
take on a diabolical android in a brutal 
battle to defuse the threat of nuclear anni- 
hilation in tire sequel to Project Shadow- 
chaser. Available in both rated and 
unrated versions. 

Camosaur 2: Technicians investigating 
a power shortage at a secret mining facil- 
ity get the surprise of their fives when they 
cross paths with dinosaurs back from 
extinction. 

Cosmic Slop: From HBO comes this 
trilogy of strange tales, a Twilight. Zone 
for Generation X. From the directors of 
House Party and Boomerang. Packaged 
in a “Magic Eye” optical illusion box. 
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“Paul Di Filippo’s THE STEAMPUNK TRILOGY 
is the literary equivalent of Max Ernst’s collages of 19th 
century steel-engravings, spooky, haunting, hilarious.” 
— William Gibson 



“Deeply funny and richly informative. History will 
never be the same.” — Rudy Rucker 



23 



Science 

By Roger MacBride Allen and Charles Sheffield 



In tomorrow’s uncertain future, 
money may not even exist. 



Prepare to say good- 
bye to cash, as elec- 
tronic dollars take 
ovei: Art by Doug 
Chezem. 




W HEN YOUR DESCENDANTS LOOK IN THEIR WAL- 
lets a hundred years from now, what sort of 
money will they find there? And will they 
even have wallets? We met with Roger 
MacBride Allen and Charles Sheffield to discuss this and 
other future fiscal matters. Allen, the author of a dozen SF 
novels, including The Ring of Charon and Orphan of Cre- 
ation, will shortly be off to Brazil for two years with his 
wife, a member of the Foreign Service. Last year, 
Sheffield won both the Hugo and Nebula awards for his 
novella “Georgia on my Mind.” He is a former president 
of both the Science Fiction Writers of America and the 
American Astronautical Society, and is chief scientist for 
the Earth Satellite Corporation. 

SF AGE: It seems as if the very notion of money itself 
is science fiction. We go around giving each other little 
pieces of paper, just one step up from shells and beads. 
Anyone looking down on us from outer space and seeing 
others actually selling us tilings in exchange for pieces of 
paper would think we were a bit odd. 

ALLEN: I don’t know. First off, I’d say that you’ve got 
to bear in mind that the majority of transactions at this 
point don’t even involve little pieces of paper. The major- 
ity of transactions, at least in the United States, involve a 
check, a credit card, or an electronic transfer. There 
aren’t enough dollar bills to cover all the money out there 
by a long shot. For all the money that exists in bank 
accounts, there aren’t enough dollar bill pieces of paper, 
so if everyone drew out their money, there wouldn’t be 
enough manufactured money to cover it. The shells and 
beads in a funny way made more sense. You traded some- 
thing for the intrinsic value of that shell or bead. Or you 
traded something for the intrinsic value of a gold piece. 



And gold was prettier and harder to get at and could be 
used for more dungs tiian a piece of silver so it was worth 
more. What we’re doing now is several degrees detached 
from all those dungs. It really is just everyone keeping 
score, and we all have a certain number of points, but we 
call diem dollars. I agree tiiat the more you look at it, the 
more it doesn’t make sense. I have no idea what a dollar 
is worth. And the value of a dollar changes moment by 
moment. A 1995 dollar or a current account 1983 dollar 
or whatever you want to call it is constandy in motion 
and changing witii everything else over time anyway. I 
don’t know how we keep track of it at all. 

SHEFFIELD: The problem is, people are not inter- 
ested in money. They think they are, but what they’re 
really interested in is wealth. Money is just a mechanism 
tiiat lets me compare my wealtii with someone else’s, and 
which allows me to establish a basis for trading my 
wealth for someone else’s. As you said, Roger, the shells 
and beads are, in a way, more sensible than money, but 
they have their own problems. For example, die people 
of Borneo use, or used to use, skulls as a basic unit of 
money. You could relate the value of a skull to die value 
of palm nuts, or the value of a pig. Now that’s great, if you 
live in Borneo. The problem is, if you go away from Bor- 
neo, and you go say to die New Hebrides, their money is 
based on feathers. A skull is not considered a measure of 
wealth. So money is the attempt to find a common base 
for all these different things that people trade in— and 
diere have been all soils of tilings. People have traded in 
everything you can tiiink of. Slaves were used as a mark 
of wealth. Gunpowder was used as a mark of wealth. 

But die thing about money is that you must have some 
currency which people generally recognize has a value, 
or can at least be related to something tiiat has a value. 
And gold is very popular because gold is very stable and 
it’s all over die world. Things like jawbones of pigs, which 
people used, or oxen which the Greeks used (in fact, die 
word “pecuniary” just comes from die word pekus which 
is Homeric Greek for ox). What I’m saying is, the only 
reason I care about money or anybody cares about 
money is because they have to be able to show how 
wealdiy they are. And so, when you say, “What will money 
be in die future?,” die real question must first be, “What 
will the basis for wealth be? What will you have to have 
in order to be considered wealthy?” After that you can 
wony about a way in which you can establish a basis for 
comparison of one person to another person, one of diem 
living underwater on Europa, and the other living in a 
dome on Venus. Do they have anything tiiey botii need? 

ALLEN: Do tiiey have anytiiing in common with each 
other is die otiier interesting question. 

SHEFFIELD: In order to compare wealth, you must 
have somediing that you both tiiink is valuable. You can 
give me all the skulls you like, but I won’t turn into a rich 
man. 

ALLEN: That’s the whole idea of trade, in another 
sense. The person underwater on Europa doesn’t have to 
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have anything in common with the person on 
Venus, but they have to have someone on 
Earth or Mars or one of the Jovian satellites 
who is willing to perform as a middleman. 

SF AGE: Which is the purpose of money to 
begin with. I don’t have to convince you to 
give me oranges for my apples, I can give you 
pieces of paper. 

ALLEN: But one of the other things that 
trade does is it allows the two people who 
have nothing really in common with each 
other, acting through a middleman who can 
use money as a store of value, to have indirect 
transactions. 

SHEFFIELD: However, for many cen- 
times gold was a veiy universal measure of 
money. I mean, the Yap islanders used stones, 
which is OK if you don’t have many stones 
around. If you live in a country that’s full of 
stones, it’s a very bad unit of currency. You 
need something that will relate to other peo- 
ple, and gold is very common. But the thing 
about gold is that most people recognize it. It 
was veiy hard to produce something and say, 
“This is gold,” and have it not be gold. 

ALLEN: It was immune to forgeiy. 

SHEFFIELD: Somewhat, though there 
were things like iron pyrites, which are fool’s 
gold. Yes, it’s pretty immune to forgeiy 
because of its density. It’s durable, which 
means that if you put it in your pocket, it 
wouldn’t melt or turn into something else. 
And it was available in most parts of the 
world. If you now look and say, well, let’s go 
five hundred years in the future, then what 
will the equivalent of gold be? 

ALLEN: We don’t have one now. We’re get- 
ting along fine without an equivalent for gold 
right now. We have the idea of value. 

SF AGE: Eventually, are we going to be 
without money at all? Right now, we’re hear- 
ing about Virtual Cash, and Visa and Master- 
Card announced today that they’re trying to 
figure out how to accept charges over the 
Internet, and how to encrypt the data so they 
know it’s you using your credit card and not 
someone else. 

SHEFFIELD: Cash will not go away for 
the simple reason — 

ALLEN: It’s handy. 

SHEFFIELD: It’s not only handy, it’s 
anonymous. When you conduct an electronic 
transaction, you leave a bank record. If you 
want to do illegal things, bribe people, buy 
illegal substances, then cash is the way to do 
it. As long as you have criminals, you will 
have a need and a desire for cash, and I claim 
that will be for a long, long time. 

ALLEN: But there are other reasons you 
might want a transaction to be anonymous. 
Buying a dirty book. Or cheating on your diet. 

SHEFFIELD: It’s not illegal, but die desire 
for privacy includes illegal tilings, so cash is 
always going to be veiy popular. 

ALLEN: The other thing about cash, and I 
think this is one of the things you’re going to 
have to bear in mind when people predict the 
future— a cash transaction is verifiable 
because you can look at the money in your 
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A New Hard Science Fiction 
Novel by the Current Master of Hard SF 



In the 22nd century computer-enhanced biofeedback 
techniques have culminated in the ability to transform 
oneself into virtually any viable form whatsoever — rais- 
ing fundamental questions about what it is to be human, 
since form is no longer sufficient nor even relevant. 

Enter the Humanity Test: in a future when other 
techniques can change the forms of animals, so far it 
has been a guaranteed one-hundred-percent-successful 



means of determining if a creature started out human, 
But now strange new life forms — forms vicious and 
bestial — are proliferating throughout the Solar System. 
Clearly never human, they threaten havoc and death 
to all the far-flung isolated stations. But the simple 
solution of shooting the varmints is impossible. For 
life forms that pass the Humanity Test the law is very 
clear:Thou Shalt Not Kill. 






hand after you’ve made it and see what your 
change is. And it’s fast. It takes a lot less time 
generally to pay by cash than it does to do 
anything else. 

SHEFFIELD: That’s why they have a spe- 
cial line in the grocery store. 

ALLEN: That’s right, they have a special 
line for people who don’t want to wait for but- 
tons to boop and beep at you. I can under- 
stand that they may get faster over time, but 
I just think that the need for security is going 
to put an upper limit on how fast a non-cash 
transaction gets. 

But the other tiling about cash that I think 
is very important is that it’s liquid in ways that 
other forms of money like a credit card are 
not. When I travel out of the country I try to 
carry a twenty dollar bill I’m not going to 
spend. If I get in real trouble, I’ll probably be 
able to exchange a twenty dollar United 
States bill for something less than twenty dol- 
lars worth of services, because that person is 
going to be able to take that and be able to 
exchange it for value some other time in a 
way that you can’t do with a traveler’s check 
or even with a credit card. 

SHEFFIELD: Yet. 

ALLEN: What are you going to do, give 
someone your credit card number and say 
“Take ten dollars off my credit card?” 

SHEFFIELD: That will happen. It’s hap- 
pening already. 

ALLEN: But out in the bush of Borneo? 

SHEFFIELD: Well, I regard money, all 



money, in essence as liquid. It should be liq- 
uid. You can tie up money in IRAs and trea- 
sury notes. However, you can always some- 
where trade the value of a treasuiy bill, even 
if you can’t cash it And money is the liquid 
form of wealth. That's what it’s designed to 
be. Cash is the anonymous liquid form of 
wealth. 

ALLEN: But it’s the most liquid, and it’s the 
easiest to spend. 

SHEFFIELD: It is, but that may be a mea- 
sure only of our times, until everybody has a 
little plastic card with their own ID on it and 
you can put it in anywhere and have some- 
tiling deducted from your balance to pay for 
something. 

SF AGE: There are cities now where you 
can pay a tunnel toll with your card on the 
dashboard — without stopping, it will be deb- 
ited. If you believe those AT&T commercials, 
you’ll soon be able to push an entire grocery 
cart through— 

ALLEN: That’s the crap I wouldn’t want to 
do. I don’t trust the system. I wouldn’t want 
that invasion. 

SHEFFIELD: What happens is you get 
bills that you can’t remember what you spent 
it for. 

ALLEN: Right. 

SHEFFIELD: But that’s OK. That requires 
that the user develop a new attitude toward 
use of a card. 

ALLEN: But one of the other things that 
makes cash very convenient is that it elimi- 



nates the need for that sort of double-check- 
ing and record-keeping. When you’ve spent 
the money, it’s gone. 

SHEFFIELD: Which raises a very inter- 
esting question. Why is cash used less and 
less? Why don’t we spend cash for everything, 
as we used to fifty years ago? 

SF AGE: Perhaps the increased use of 
cash over credit occurs because of fear of 
theft? If they get your credit card, you make 
a phone call, and you don’t get hit for it. If you 
had $500 in cash, it’s gone. Is the increased 
use of cash over credit because of the 
increased fear of crime? 

ALLEN: No. I think that it comes across 
that for many transactions, credit cards are 
more convenient. To buy groceries for the 
week, it’s probably more convenient to use 
cash. For buying an airplane ticket, it’s prob- 
ably more convenient to use a credit card. 
Simply because it’s a larger transaction. 
Credit cards allow you to do things over the 
phone that you couldn’t do with cash. 

SHEFFIELD: How much money do you 
commonly carry on your person? 

ALLEN: Well, let’s see. 

SF AGE: Are we all going to empty our 
wallets? 

ALLEN: This is a good point, though. I am 
currently carrying thirteen dollars in cash. 

SF AGE: How many credit cards? 

ALLEN: I’m checking the credit cards. Ah, 
I’m sorry, there’s a twenty. Thirty-three dol- 
lars in cash. And four credit cards. Plus vari- 
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ous IDs, discount cards, a libraiy card. And 
various frequent flyer cards. 

SF AGE: Well, I have six credit cards — 

ALLEN: Wait, I wasn’t counting my ATM 
card. 

SF AGE: OK, five credit cards. One Visa, 
one Mastercard, an American Express and 
two department store charges. And I’ve got 
almost no cash. I think I have about fifteen 
bucks. 

ALLEN: So what are you going to do about 
your cash? How are we going to pay for din- 
ner? 

SF AGE: I’m going to use my credit card to 
pay for dinner, and I’m going to use my park- 
ing pass to get out of my parking lot when I 
go home. 

SHEFFIELD: I have one credit card. Actu- 
ally, it looks as if I have two, but that one’s for 
use in England only. So I have one credit card, 
and a random amount of cash. 

ALLEN: And this guy’s been talking up the 
cashless society. He’s got the fewest credit 
cards and the most dough on him! 

SHEFFIELD: That’s right It’s because I’m 
engaged in illegal activities. Well, I probably 
have three or four hundred dollars in cash. 

ALLEN: Three hundred dollars?! 

SHEFFIELD: I’ll count it if you wish. I 
regard cash as very, very convenient, as Roger 
already mentioned. I regard credit cards as 
less convenient, because you have to wait in 
line while somebody fiddles around with a 
checkbook, and you zip through with cash if 
there’s a cash line. 

ALLEN: And you don’t have to worry 
about a record of it, or a mistake. 

SHEFFIELD: There are still restaurants 
which, for their own reasons, will give you a 
five percent discount for cash. 

ALLEN: Because the credit cards are a 
pain in the neck for them. 

SF AGE: Some would say it’s not because 
it’s a pain in the neck. It’s because it can be 
laundered. 

SHEFFIELD: It’s the immediacy, it’s 
because you can launder it 

SF AGE: It’s because it goes off the books. 

SHEFFIELD: You have the possibility of 
discounts with cash. I suspect that it’s not just 
restaurants. If you go into an average store 
and say, “What is your cash discount?”, they 
will quote you a number. 

ALLEN: Let me talk about the Brazilian 
money, a subject near and dear to my heart. 
By the time this gets into print, I’ll be living 
there. Just about a year ago, my then fiancee, 
now wife, discovered her next posting with 
the U.S. Foreign Service was going to be 
Brazil, and I was looking at what the Brazilian 
currency at the time was doing. It’s changed 
since then. At that point I believe it was 280 
to the dollar or something like that. By the 
time we were married in July, it had gotten to 
approximately 2,800 to the dollar. At which 
point they changed currencies. And the new 
currency is worth about $1.17 to the dollar 
and holding. We have no idea what it’s going 
to do by the time we get there. 
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But if you’ve got a currency that’s inflating 
as the old one was, at 40 percent per month, 
the things you can do with credit cards are 
purely amazing. The interest rates on credit 
cards are approximately 10,000 percent per 
month. If you can pay them all off in a month, 
you can avoid the interest charges. So what 
eveiyone would do on the first day of their 
charge cycle is buy lots of airplane tickets, 
wait forty-five days, which is the length of the 
grace period, and pay it all off. During that 
time, the currency would have lost 40 percent 
of its value. So by waiting, buying early and 
paying late, you could get a 40 percent dis- 
count. People were playing games like this all 
over the place. They were basically launder- 
ing inflation through their credit cards. 

SHEFFIELD: What you’ve just proved is 
the instability of money versus wealth. 

ALLEN: Yes. If you’re unfortunate enough 
to have most of your wealth in money, you’re 
affected by inflation. But if most of your 
wealth is in possessions— cars, suits, houses, 
food, drink — then it doesn’t matter what your 
currency is doing. 

SF AGE: A cow is always a cow. A chicken 
is always a chicken. 

ALLEN: One of the Brazilian dodges was 
to buy several automobiles. And just park 
them. 

SHEFFIELD: Because that’s wealth. But 
all the old standards of money — old meaning 
a couple of thousands of years ago— were 
always based on something very tangible and 
convertible. And most of the words mean 
that. A pound is a pound of something. Lira, 
which is the L in L/S/D, also means a pound. 
Ruble is another measure of weight, as is 
Lira. Drachma is more complicated. A 
drachma literally means a handful, but it was 
a handful of iron nails. In the days in which 
there was a one-to-one conversion of money 
for something very specific, the money was 
much more rooted in reality. Even the word 
note is obviously a note payable that you 
take to the bank and they give you a pound 
of gold. Everything has gone to hell now 
because there is nothing supporting the cur- 
rency. When you go off the gold standard it 
means you can’t take your dollar in, or your 
cruzeiro, and get your pound of gold. And 
now you’re really in a very unstable situation, 
and the measure of wealth is no longer 
money. You’re back to dealing with “What’s 
going to be really valuable?” If you look at 
what’s going to happen in the future, ask 
yourself, “What will be valuable in the future? 
What will represent wealth in the future?” 
And my theory on that is that it’s either some- 
thing which is innately very, very rare that 
they’re not making anymore (a la Mark 
Twain’s comment— “Buy land, they’re not 
making it anymore”), something that’s natu- 
rally rare — there’s never going to be much of 
it about. Some people say if you’re going to 
use something as a basis for future currency, 
it must be a solid currency that you’ll be able 
to apply through the solar system and the 
rest of tire galaxy. 



ALLEN: I know where you’re going. 

SHEFFIELD: I’ve only got one example. 

ALLEN: Let me write down my guess. 

SHEFFIELD: I’ll first tell you what thirty 
years ago someone’s guess was. James Blish 
in the Cities in Flight books said it would be 
germanium, as I recall. His logic was that it 
was necessary to make transistors. Well, what 
he got wrong, which people didn’t know 
when he wrote, was that they would be able 
to use silicon for transistors. 

ALLEN: Sand. 

SHEFFIELD: And sand is very common, 
while germanium is very rare, but he made 
his interstellar currency germanium-based. 
Interesting guess, but wrong. 

ALLEN: And then that currency collapsed 
when they found out how to do something 
else. 

SHEFFIELD: Yes, they did. Well, it col- 
lapsed due to advances in the real world. Now 
what was your guess? 

ALLEN: Water. 

SHEFFIELD: That was not my suggestion. 
It’s not rare enough. 

ALLEN: On Earth, it isn’t rare. On Europa, 
you’d be very wealthy. On Mars — 

SHEFFIELD: There’s still plenty of water. 
You go out to the Oort cloud — 

ALLEN: But usable water. That you don’t 
have to carry from someplace else. That’s 
right there. Surface water. 

SHEFFIELD: If I were writing a book 
today, which I am, but not the book we’re 
talking about, my bet as to something which 
would be valuable in three or four hundred 
years would be helium-3. And the reason for 
that is you can do a fusion cycle using deu- 
terium and helium-3 that produces only 
charged particles, which means that you can 
electromagnetically control the exhaust for a 
drive. And helium-3 is very, very rare. 

ALLEN: Can’t you make more of it though? 

SHEFFIELD: Not cheaply, no. You can 
make more of it by transmutation of ele- 
ments, but very expensively. So that might be 
a guess. Actually, there’s a lot of it in the 
atmosphere of Jupiter. There’s supposed to 
be some on the Moon, but it’s difficult to get 
out. If I wanted a basis for wealth, helium-3 is 
one I would go for, and I would think that that 
would probably, in science fiction terms, be 
all right for many years. Because we’re not 
going to get lots of helium-3, and someone 
tomorrow might discover a way of doing 
fusion — 

ALLEN: Except that my objection to that, 
your germanium objection, is that you’re 
assuming that it will be useful for a particular 
technological process for a long time to 
come. Now the problem with that is that it’s 
a specific process. Once that’s no longer used, 
there’s a currency collapse. And two, the 
tiling that makes it valuable also causes it to 
be used up. The nice thing about gold is that 
I can turn it into a statue, then melt it down 
to coins, then use the coins for a filling. If I’m 
a rotten peison, I can yank out the filling and 
Continued on page 38 
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There is nothing wrong with playing 
in each other’s SF universes. 



The Benford/Clarke 
collaboration 
Beyond the Fall of 
Night sheds new 
light on an old clas- 
sic. Art by Bob 
Eggleton. 




S CIENCE FICTION IS IN FLUX, AS EVER. OF ALL 
fields, perhaps we should expect science fiction 
to change most quickly, often in unexpected 
directions. Curiously, we often seem to cast 
change in the role of demon. Nowhere is this more obvi- 
ous than in the railings against “shared world” fiction. 
Since I stand partly indicted in this regal'd, by writing a 
book with Arthur C. Clarke, Beyond the Fall of Night, I’ve 
confronted my own reasons for doing it. 

Most striking to me is the air of offended condemna- 
tion, ladled out with little reflection. Art vs. low com- 
merce, y’know, just another example of the rude intru- 
sion of the market into aesthetic questions. 

I recall the furious condemnations only a few years 
back of sequels— particularly trilogies. Does no one 
notice that the novel Hemingway thought the best in 
American literature is a sequel— indeed, following on a 
boy’s book, Tom Sawyer? 

Sharing common ground isn’t only a literary tradition. 
Are we thrown into moral confusion when we hear Rhap- 
sody on a Theme by Paganini ? Do we indignantly march 
from the concert hall when assaulted by Variations on a 
Theme by Haydn ? Sharecropping by the Greats? Shocking! 

Does it truly never occur to critics that reinspecting the 
assumptions and methods of classical works could yield 
new fruit? That a fresh narrative could both strike out 



into new territory while reflecting on the landscape of the 
past? Recall that Hamlet followed on and drew from sev- 
eral earlier plays about the same plot. When the British 
Booker Prize winner J. M. Coetzee used the same char- 
acters and situation as Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe in Foe, 
was he sharecropping? Or is using properly aged litera- 
ture quite all right? 

I make no general case about “franchising” or shared 
world work, precisely because they are so varied in 
method and accomplishment. There is the Thieves’ World 
series (which apparently began that particular approach); 
Heroes in Hell; various military motifs; Silverberg’s 
homages to several earlier writers, including C. L. Moore 
and Joseph Conrad; the Man-Kzin series of Niven; stories 
set in worlds invented by Isaac Asimov and Clarke, 
notably the series by Paul Preuss; the offshoot of the Tor 
Doubles in which newer writers write sequels or prequels 
to classic novellas. . .quite a range. It seems to me that the 
presence of several such stories on Nebula and Hugo bal- 
lots argues for some quality. 

Well edited (and there’s the mb), a project can employ 
diverse talents at their best. My first experience was with 
Heroes in Hell. Work in the first volume got three award 
nominations that I recall, and won a Hugo. Yet overall, 
the series failed because it lacked a sure editorial hand. 
I realized matters had gone awry when I never heard any- 
thing about what the other authors were doing, and 
ended up writing my second and last piece in the dark. 
But there was nothing inherent in the situation which 
would prevent the emergence of fiction of quality. 

Behind a lot of repugnance for the market is that old 
stereotype: the artist as Great Man. Such wonderful fig- 
ures are consumed by struggle, partly against philistine 
lack of understanding, partly against hunger, partly 
against inner demons. This is a peculiarly Western vision, 
a romantic one, and it falsifies our own experience enor- 
mously. And in contemplating the life of professionals, 
believers in this hoary image go for the easily understood, 
sophomoric motivation: bucks. 

Recently John Clute remarked huffily that he would 
not read any work which derived from earlier fictional 
contexts — shared worlds. In more reasoned responses, 
Norman Spinrad and Gardner Dozois worried that it rep- 
resents a terrible decline of artistic standards. There are 
occasional mutterings about how the field is seeing more 
“generic” works, meaning action-adventure which merely 
uses SF props. This last observation is quite true, but 
independent of shared worlds; it’s an outcome of the need 
for product, driven by the chain stores and other eco- 
nomic forces. Ait is never independent of these. 

Of course money matters. But let me speak for myself. 
I didn’t undertake to write Beyond the Fall of Night with 
Arthur Clarke for money; I have quite enough. (Arthur 
gave his share to charity, I believe.) I did it to get at mate- 
rial I could not otherwise, and to draw attention to mat- 
ters by a direct comparison with a classic meditation 
from another age. 
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The topic came up while Arthur and I were 
spending a pleasant summer afternoon tour- 
ing the Air & Space Museum in Washington, 
D.C., escorted by the present museum direc- 
tor and Fred Durant, a past director and old 
friend of Arthur’s. We began to speculate on 
how spacecraft could change in the really 
long term. That led to wondering how far one 
could plausibly extrapolate into the future 
with known scientific laws. With Against the 
Fall of Night, Clarke opened grand themes in 
SF with striking imagery. Reflection on what 
events and scientific progress have done to 
those ideas since could tell us much, I 
thought. It fell in with my mood of the late 
1980s, retrospectively wondering where SF 
was going, how it had changed since I first fell 
in love with it. 

Fred Durant added that the possibilities 
now were so much larger than anyone, even 
Arthur, could have glimpsed then. I remarked 
on how that novella ends with a compressed 
plot summary of things which might happen 
thereafter— but did they? I’d always won- 
dered. The idea of trying to think beyond the 
world of 1948 science, within which he cre- 
ated Against, came up naturally. 

My far future, in fact, differs radically from 
his, yet is consistent with his vision and 
details. ( Huck Finn didn’t contradict Tom 
Sawyer, either; that’s one of the rules.) In 
1948 nobody knew of DNA or saw the poten- 
tial of bioengineering. And there have been 
black holes, cosmological changes galore, and 
much else since. By wilting beyond where 
Arthur had left off, I could also comment on 
how time changes aesthetic and other atti- 
tudes. Maybe I could even slip in a little sex. ... 
The prospect was too tasty to pass up. 

Generally, I see no reason why several 
authors, w'riting under common assumptions, 
cannot produce admirable work. The fact 
that marketing practices stress One Big Name 
in the packaging is perhaps sad, but I think 
well-meaning critics like Norman Spinrad 
underestimate our savvy readers. A quick 
glance at jacket copy tells them what they’re 
getting. 

Much of the attitude about this practice 
strikes me as a warmed-over version of the 
High Ahtvs. Low Commerce cliche. Nonsense, 
of course. One of critics’ woise habits is see- 
ing literature-as-business in moral terms alone. 
Refusals to even read any work besmirched by 
tins “taint” are simple-minded and, in a critic, 
cowardly. It is simply judging a book not 
merely by its cover, but by its contract. 

Genres are ongoing conversations. Much of 
the pleasure of mystery or espionage or SF 
lies in the interaction of writers with each 
other and, particularly in SF’s invention of 
fandom, with the readers as well. This isn’t a 
defect; it’s essential nature. Many kinds of SF 
(hard, utopian, military, satirical) share 
assumptions, code words, lines of argument, 
narrative voices. The golden age’s Astound- 
ing and its letter column, the New Wave, and 
Gold’s Galaxy, are echoes of distant conver- 
sations earnestly carried out. A shared world 
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is a further progression in this same contin- 
uum. Is it going too far? Not when it produces 
good work. More to the point, why do readers 
like them? Routine invention soon palls, but 
sequels, whether written by the original 
author or another, seem to have tenacity. 

My experience with Beyond the Fall of 
Night was quite pleasant, overall. The book 
got a lot of favorable reviews and commen- 
tary. A few wondered why I wrote my half in 
a different style than that of Clarke in his 
twenties. Any professional writer will laugh 
at that. Copying a style for 50,000 words runs 
huge risks of lapsing into parody. Others 
(such as Damien Broderick in New York 
Review of Science Fiction ) thought they had 
caught me out in an error. Clarke tells us near 
the end of his portion that the moon was 
destroyed. Halfway through mine, the moon 
is there — and green with life. A mistake! — 
horrors, such hasty negligence. 

In fact, I was guilty, not of neglect, but of 
assuming too much, alas. I intended to let the 
reader be surprised by the newly built moon, 
without being so obvious as to have to drop 
in a clumsy remark about it from one of the 
characters — who probably wouldn’t know of 
events several thousands of years in their 
past, after all. Perhaps readers did not notice 
that tire planets had been rearranged as well? 
It would take quite a bit more trouble to break 
up Jupiter, as I revealed a few chapters later. 
Nobody who assumed I had simply never 
reread the Clarke portion remarked on that. 

More to the point, no critics (but several 
readeis) noticed that I inverted Clarke’s dry 
Earth populated solely by humans. I filled the 
second half of the book with an abundant 
solar system, festooned with weird life which 
had colonized space itself. All this rendered 
humans and their concerns rather smaller — 
a telescoping of perspective, which echoed the 
sensation I had gotten from many Clarke 
works. And there were amplifications of terms, 
names, people and ideas from the fust half — 
conversation, down through the decades. 

There are some fine SF works based on ear- 
lier contributions to the genre. There are 
lousy ones, too. All are necessary. Commerce 
means contradiction, freedom, the right to be 
wrong. Even, yes, the right to be tacky. Tire 
need to take risks. 

I’d rather take tire positive view: What new 
avenues does this evolution of the field open? 
How do we criticize the work? What’s per- 
missible? (I’ll grant that not everything is.) 

These are interesting questions which 
require that we reinspect our assumptions. 
They could help us all understand where this 
fast-moving genre is taking us. We, above all, 
must consider change with an open mind. I, 
for one, don’t tlrink our destination is some 
dreadful commercial abyss. 

There are big questions raised by the colli- 
sion of a small genre with a large audience. 
There are questions about how a writer like 
me deals with what some call the “anxiety of 
influence” but which I’d prefer to term more 
mildly: the digestion of tradition. □ 
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SCIENCE 

Continued from page 32 

use it for a coin again. And less wear and tear 
and fewer losses and so on, the object of 
wealth — the coin — the metal — is always 
reusable. You’re talking about rocket fuel. 

SF AGE: How does germanium perform 
the same function as money that gold did in 
the past. I can carry around gold, but can I 
carry around germanium? 

SHEFFIELD: Helium-3 is the 300-years- 
from-now equivalent of petroleum. And 
although all your arguments about the fact 
that you use it up certainly apply to petro- 
leum, you probably wouldn’t say that petro- 
leum is not a source of wealth today. 

ALLEN: It’s certainly a source of wealth, 
but it is not a form of currency, to make your 
own distinction. 

SHEFFIELD: It’s not a form of currency, 
but it’s a source of wealth. I’m interested in 
the sources of wealth a few hundred years 
from now. Germanium is good, because it 
parallels gold. 

ALLEN: I still like water, because every- 
where but Earth, it will have a different and 
definable value on each planet, and you might 
regard a dollar’s worth of water as a thousand 
gallons here on Earth or a gallon on Mai's. 

SHEFFIELD: On which planet is water a 
rare commodity? 

ALLEN: Available usable water is a rare 
commodity pretty much everywhere but 
here. 

SHEFFIELD: Well, the moons of Jupiter 
are 60 percent water or something like that. 

ALLEN: But can you get at it? 

SHEFFIELD: Well, if you’re there, you 
can. 

ALLEN: Yes, but who wants to be there? 

SHEFFIELD: People who are colonizing. 
Mars, if I can believe Stan Robinson, has 
enough water to have a hundred-meter deep 
ocean over the whole planet. That’s Stan’s 
number, which is a fair amount of water. I 
think the trouble with water as wealth is, 
there’s too much of it. And certainly, if I’m 
willing to go out and mine the Oort cloud, I 
will find large amounts of water. I want some- 
thing rare. So think of something that is rare 
in nature. You can say that silicon’s rare in 
nature because most of the universe is hydro- 
gen and helium, but planets have plenty. 

Let me change the argument somewhat, 
and say that I don’t think that anything that 
can be manufactured will a thousand years 
from now be the unit of wealth. The reason 
for that is because a thousand years from 
now, we will have self-replicating machines, 
and they will make anything. If you want a 
cheese sandwich, you’ll have a cheese sand- 
wich for nothing. If you want a gigawatt of 
energy, you will have it for nothing. A 
machine will provide it. 

So then the question is, what can a machine 
not provide? And the only thing they can’t 
provide is the use of human time. And I claim 
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that the only valuable thing, the only tiling the 
machine won’t be able to do will be the prod- 
ucts of human activities. The machines will 
be able to fake those. However, let me point 
out that even when the machines fake it, the 
fakes might become a unit of wealth. 

SF AGE: We’ve moved beyond currency in 
this discussion But I’ve been wondering 
whether or not we will get to the point where 
we will truly be beyond currency, where all 
you’ll have will be blips on a magnetic card. 

SHEFFIELD: What I’m predicting is that 
everything you want of a material nature will 
be free. 

ALLEN: I gave a talk this afternoon about 
predictions. And if science fiction writers had 
any business writing about predictions, we’d 
all be rolling in it. 

SHEFFIELD: I’ll suggest an exercise 
which I will not attempt, but I will offer it to 
you, which is to write down the professions, 
activities, or jobs in this country, and write 
down the ones which contribute to the cre- 
ation of weal tli and the ones which only con- 
tribute to the redistribution of money. 

ALLEN: Or the ones that do neither, such 
as our own. 

SHEFFIELD: We take money from inno- 
cent readers and put it into our pockets. And 
we, from that point of view, are no different 
from lawyers. What I mean is that we do pro- 
duce something, we produce books, but what 
we really do, we’re part of the entertainment 
business. And entertainment is a mechanism 
for the redistribution of money, in my opin- 
ion. We do not — 

ALLEN: I disagree. When I write a book, I 
manufacture something — a sequence of ideas 
that did not exist before that is my intellec- 
tual property. When someone buys a book, 
what they’re actually doing is paying off the 
publisher to the rights to my intellectual prop- 
erty. I’ve created something that didn’t exist. 
I thought of something, and I sold the right to 
use that idea to the publisher. And the pub- 
lisher sells people copies of my idea. And it 
has a pretty good shelf life. That same idea 
can be sold several other places. 

SHEFFIELD: Hold on— there are two dif- 
ferent things going on here. When you have 
written the novel, you have added to the 
wealth of the planet. Everything after that is 
merely a redistribution of currency. It’s the 
novel itself that is the contribution to wealth. 
Everything else is shuffling money around. 
Therefore, you could stop, having written a 
novel, deposit the manuscript with the Library 
of Congress, sell no copies, and your contri- 
bution to the planet would have been finished. 

ALLEN: How does that improve my cash 
flow? 

SHEFFIELD: It doesn’t. Everything else, 
which is tlie sale of the book, the promotion 
of the book, is a redistribution of currency. 

SF AGE: Do either of you have any pre- 
dictions? 

ALLEN: I would say the one prediction 
about money in the future is that I will want 
some. That’s my prediction. □ 
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Ninety percent of all the slackers who ever 
lived and didn’t work are alive and not 
working in our century. 

— John “Woodie” Campbell XXIV. 

Barbituates and Dexedrine are dangerous 
drugs, but used with care they can smooth 
over the inevitable disturbances of travel 
most wonderfully. I carry them.... 

—Robert A. Heinlein, Tramp Royale. 

Let’s get this mother out of here. 

—Concluding words of the Apollo pro- 
gram, spoken on the Moon 
by Eugene Ceman. 

O UT AROUND THE ASTER- 
oid belt, on what was 
turning out to be a 
megasuppressor of a 
trip, the dings began to 
wear off, and we knew 
it was time for another 
taste of the frog. 

“Get, Buffo out of his cage," Otto said. 

“You get him,” Toto replied peevishly. “I 
had to handle him first the last time, and he 
peed in my hands.” 

“Listen, who’s the virt ual human here, you or me?” 

“You are.” 

Shaggy, immense, buck-naked perfect twin to Toto, ursine Otto now 
rose up off his warm furred couch. “That’s absurd! You know perfectly 
well that I created you out of comucopions in my image. I didn’t want 
to, but 1 had to. All because of that stupid Pansystem legislation. ‘Use 
it up, wear it out, waste some more....’ I couldn’t keep up with my 



assigned goals, and so I created you to help. 
You’re registered with the authorities on 
Venus. Why, just look on the sole of your left 
foot and you’ll see your tattoon.” 

Toto, still sitting on the edge of his own 
pilosofa, lifted his unshod and hairy left foot 
onto his right knee. The registration tattoon 
blinked beneath the bare skin of his sole. 

Toto wiggled his long toes leisurely and 
somewhat disdainfully before replying. 

“It’s true. But what about your own?” 

Otto narrowed his eyes suspiciously. “What 
do you mean?” 

“Go ahead and look. Unless you’re afraid....” 
Otto, standing, cautiously bent his knee, 
exposing the bottom of his left foot He peered 
at it over his shoulder. Slowly he lowered it. 

“I’ll be damned. It’s true. I’ve got a tattoon 
too. When the hell did that happen?” 

“It’s always been there, since I created you. 
I only got a tattoon so you wouldn’t feel 
lonely. You’re losing your mind from too 
much frog. You think you’re the real me.” 
Otto snorted like a pig. “Bull! You put it 
there while I was sleeping. Admit it.” 

“Maybe I did. And maybe I didn’t." 

“Well, this is pointless. I know that I’m the 
baseline and you’re the copy. You’re nothing more than an artificially 
constrained standing wave. And when I’m done with you, I’ll dissolve 
you back into comucopions.” 

“We’ll see about that, virt-boy.” 

“The hell with this stupid argument! I’m getting me some frog!” 
“Make it good and scary. And save some for me.” 

“Maybe.” 

Otto moved across the cmiser’s cabin to where a bulpy box venti- 
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lated with a few slits sat on a shelf. He opened the latched door of 
the biopoly container and reached both hands inside. Withdrawing 
them, he brought forth an orange toad half as big as a breadbox. (The 
breadbox was right next to the cage and served handily as a com- 
parative norm.) Otto clutched the toad around its squodgy midsec- 
tion and held it at arms-length. Predictably, the toad released a copi- 
ous stream of vivid purple urine into the air. The piss hit the duffish 
floor and was absorbed. Otto laughed. 

“Damn," said the toad. “Didn’t even get your foot.” 

“That’s right, Buffo. Because I’m Otto the Original, faster and 
smarter than Toto the Copy.” 

Toto refused to rise to the bait. “Just get on with it, please. This trip 
has been boring enough so far without having to listen to your tired 
witticisms.” 

Otto locked gazes with the flaccid and hapless amphibian. “Buffo, 
are you scared?” 

“No. Why should I be? I have plenty to eat, the ship is infallible and 
smarter than the two of you put together, and I know you’ll never 
hurt me. So why should I be scared?" 

Otto was a little taken aback. “Well, that’s all tine. But there’s plenty 



“I suppose....” 

“Picture a pair of yellow legs rising out of the swamp where you 
and your family once lived. They stretch up and up for what seem like 
miles, before they disappear in a cloud of white feathers. Above that 
cloud stretches a long powerful neck. And that neck terminates in a 
malicious head with nasty beady bird eyes. And set in that head is a 
rapierlike ivoiy beak about a skidillion miles long. And now you’ve 
got nowhere to hide, and that beak is plunging down toward your 
stinking carcass'." 

“Oooooh, nooooo!” 

From rugose glands atop Buffo’s head, tiny droplets of sticky exu- 
date began to emerge. 

Otto greedily grabbed up the toad and began to suck its tacky warty 
skin, using his sandpapery strop of a tongue. 

“Aaaaah!” 

Toto snatched the sartorized animal back and shaped down his 
share. Rising unsteadily, he tried to stuff Buffo back into its container, 
but instead locked it in the nearby breadbox. 

“I can feel the electrons in my amygdala jumping orbits!” 

“My brain is bigger than the heliosphere!” 
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of other tilings to be scared about.” 

“Like what?” 

“Well, big things. Cosmic tilings.” 

“Such as?” 

“Plague and pestilence.” 

“Every microbe has a serial number, and eveiy virus is patented.” 
“Hunger and suffering.” 

“Eveiyone photosynthesizes or bites the constant. And if you’re 
not distributed and renormalized, then you must want it that way, 
and you’ve got no one to blame but yourself.” 

“The sun going nova.” 

“Weil move all the planets to greener pastures.” 

“Alien invader's from light-years away.” 

“The cosmic waterhole is dry, it seems.” 

“The heat death of the universe, then!” 

“That old chestnut. Besides, you already know how that will turn 
out.” 

Toto interrupted. “He’s got you there, Otto. Have you forgotten the 
ghosts already?” 

“I drought they were just frog hallucinations....” 

“No, the ship recorded them. We really were visited by our far- 
future descendants voyaging through a temporal wormhole. Do you 
want me to replay it?” 

“Hell, no! I just want to get this frog antsy enough for us bodi to go 
subplanckian!” 

“A real human wouldn’t have made that mistake about the 
ghosts....” 

“This real human has too much on his mind to think about some 
greedheads at the end of time who never did anything for us!” 

Otto began to shake Buffo. “C’mon, get frightened!” 

“I — I’m getting sick!” 

Buffo regurgitated a gout of clear bile onto Otto’s uncovered pelted 
chest. Disgustedly, Otto extended die toad to Toto. 

“Here, see what you can do.” 

Toto took die toad and set it gently on the couch beside him. 
“Buffo, I want you to picture something for me. Would you do diat?” 



Otto suddenly popped up the ship’s control stalk from the floor. It 
was configured currently in the form of a large mushroom, atop 
which sat an anthropomorphic caterpillar whose lower body fused 
with the mushroom cap. 

“You are speaking to the incarnate deva of die Grigori Bearford," 
said the caterpillar. “How may I help you?” 

“There’s an escape seed orbiting Tethys. Change our course to 
intercept.” 

“Allow me to confirm.” The caterpillar paused a moment, then said, 
“At the extreme limits of my SQUID sensors, I do detect a tiny black 
body that might be an escape seed. It is not putting out a distress sig- 
nal, however. May I ask how you knew about it?” 

“It’s the frog,” said Otto. “It fosters stochastic bursts. Now get busy 
changing course.” 

“This command is acceptable.” 

“ All of my commands are acceptable, you stupid ship! I’m die real 
human!” 

“I’m sony, but I read a tattoon on your foot through the floor.” 
Furious, Otto turned to Toto. “Now see what you’ve done with 
your idiot pranks, you moron! The ship won’t even accept me as 
the original!” 

“That’s because you’re not.” 

“That does it. Ship, dissolve his template.” 

“That command is not acceptable from a copy." 

“Arrrrgh!” 

Otto lunged for the caterpillar, but it merged swiftly into the 
mushroom before he could grab it, and he was left draped across 
the fungal platform. Then the mushroom itself pulled back into 
the floor. 

Picking himself up from die ship’s soft deck, Otto turned toward 
Toto, seemingly ready to hurl himself at his nemesis. Then he sagged 
as the inevitable unpleasant aftereffects of toad-licking kicked in. 
“My brainstem’s being plucked!” 

“A black hole’s eating my cortex!” 

Otto staggered toward the breadbox. “I’ll get some manna to set us 
straight.” 
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He opened the breadbox, stuck his hand in, and made a retching 
noise. 

“Buffo’s pissed all over our manna!” 

Toadlike laughter issued from the breadbox. Otto slammed the 
door shut. 

“Let him sit in his own mess,” Toto advised, “and have the ship 
make us some more manna.” 

Before Otto could issue the command, however, the mushroom 
with its seated figure popped up again. 

“We are in orbit a few klicks behind the escape seed,” announced 
the deva of the Grigori Bearford. 

“What took so long?" demanded Otto. 

“We were on the opposite side of the Sun from Saturn when you 
issued the orders.” 

“Oh, that’s OK then.” 

“What is our next step?” 

Otto looked at Toto. “My head hurts too much. I’m going to get 
some manna. You decide.” 

Toto scratched himself thoughtfully. “Well, we spent all this time 
and effort getting here. Let’s bring the seed onboard.” 

“It is a very primitive type,” advised the 
caterpillar. “A Macbride-Allen design. What if 
it dates from the Ree-Rep era and contains 
something dangerous?” 

Toto gave the caterpillar a disdainful look. 
“You’ve told us often enough that you possess 
more processing power in your optical-pro- 
tein circuits and more manufacturing ability 
in your comucopion cadcammers than the 
entire twentieth-century Earth. Our hourly 
energy budget is greater than that period’s 
annual global total. I think we’ll be able to 
deal with a few itty-bitty rogue recursive 

replicator's, don’t you?” 

“Without cleai' signs of danger, trusting more in my abilities than 
yours, I shall obey.” 

The stalk withdrew. Returning from another part of tire ship, Otto 
clutched two thick fanlike slices of lacey manna. He gave one to Toto. 

“Thank you. You are a good servant.” 

Otto only vented a porcine snort. 

Soon the caterpillar came back to provide a running commentary 
on its actions. 

“The seed has been englobed within a newly created neutroniunr- 
hardened area of tire ship some 50 thousand cubic meters in volume. 
Surface markings indicate that it once served as an emergency pod 
on a ship called the Peppennint Stith. Or perhaps that should be 
Stick. The legend has been mostly obliterated by centimes of space 
dust and intersatellite ionization, and I have been forced to recon- 
struct the information based on the few molecules of paint left.” 

“Quit boasting,” said Otto around a mouthful of manna, “and crack 
that sucker.” 

“I am already doing so.... A very simple utility fog has poured out, 
revealing a single inhabitant of the seed, who appears to have been 
in some kind of stasis. Now that the fog is dispersing, however, she 
appears to be awakening.” 

“She!” 

“A woman!” 
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“ Wlrat the hell are you fooling around for? Get her up here pronto!” 
The securely latched breadbox began to rock back and forth as 
Buffo hurled himself around inside. “Let me out, let me out! I want 
to meet her too! I promise I won’t pee anymore! Please, please, pretty 
please! I love when babes lick me! Look, my exocrine glands are 
already flowing with nice juicy heavy-chain polypeptides!” 

Otto cuffed the box. “Shut up! You’ll stay in there until I say you can 
come out.” 

The box ceased rocking, and a baleful yellow eye pressed itself to 
a ventilation slit. “I hate you!” 

But Otto had already turned away, and with Toto now considered 
a swelling on the floor. 



Larger and large the bud grew until it was human-sized, although 
still too small to hold the massive Toto or Otto. Scorings appeared on 
the bud, outlining petals, which began to peel back from the pointed 
tip, lotuslike. 

Revealed inside the intraship transport mechanism stood a woman: 
short blonde hair, medium height, one eye green, one violet. She was 
clad only in a single strip of red metallic fiber. Clinging in no clear 
manner, the band began around her left ankle, spiraled up around 
that single leg, zipped between her crotch, twixt her buttocks, around 
her waist, across one breast, and circled her neck as a collar, leaving 
her half-naked in a helical fashion. 

Her eyes widened at the sight of the twins. “I— my name’s Goldie 
Liddell. Who — who are you?” 

Otto spoke first “Allow me to introduce us. My name is Otto the 
Original, and this is Toto the Copy.” 

Toto chose not to protest this slanted introduction, but simply said, 
“Charmed, I’m sure." 

The woman stepped tentatively forth from the blossom, which was 
already collapsing back into the floor. “Are you, like, intelligent bears?" 

“Of course not! We’re completely human, although modified a wee 
bit. That is, I’m human, whereas Toto is merely a clever comucopion 
duplicate of me.” 

Goldie looked curiously around. “Where am I?” 

The caterpillar interjected, “Aboard the Grigori Bearford, out of 
Sheffield City, Venus. We are currently in the neighborhood of Saturn, 
where we came upon your escape seed.” 

Goldie shivered. “That awful coffin of a thing! I remember being 
hustled into it when the Peppennint Stick ran into trouble. They said 
I’d be picked up soon. After that, it’s all a blank. How long was I in it?” 
“What was the date of your ship’s disaster?” asked the deva. 

“Let me see.... I think it was October. I remember I had just had my 
period.... October the fifteenth!” 

Toto sighed deeply. “He means the year.” 

“Oh. Twenty-ninety.” 

“You have been in suspension then for nearly a century. ’’ 
“Goodness! I guess my contract’s expired then....” 

Otto asked, “What contract is that?” 

“The Peppennint Stick was a resupply ship for the whorehouse 
on Tethys. Hundreds of bi-boys and omni-girls. We were hired to ser- 
vice the water-ice miners. I was hoping to save up money to home- 
stead on Mai's. They were almost done terraforming it...” 

“Whores!” laughed Otto. 

“Water miners!” guffawed Toto. 

“Holy frog!” said Otto. “We’ve hauled aboard a living fossil!” 
Goldie frowned. “That’s not a very nice thing to call someone. I’m 
a completely modem and up-to-date person of intelligence.” 

“Not anymore, Little Golden. We exist on the far side of the Singu- 
larity now.” 

“That foolish notion came true? People were always talking about 
it, but it never got any closer. It was always just five years ahead for- 
ever! The Vinge-point after which nothing would ever be the same.... 
Well, what happened?” 

Toto said, “Basically, humanity assumed godlike powers without any 
idea of how to use them. Our machines run everything perfectly now 
and, by law, every citizen has to think up creative tasks to keep them 
busy, whether we need anything done or not Mostly it’s not. That’s 
why we happened to be out here. We thought we might get some good 
new ideas if we looked back at the Solar System from its edge. We 
were on our way to tire Oort Cloud when we detoured to rescue you." 

Goldie sauntered up close to Otto and Toto. “And I’m so-oli grate- 
ful you did! I don’t tiunk we’re too different, despite our coming from, 
like, different centimes and all, do you?” 

Goldie began to stroke tire pelted chests of the giants. Loud bor- 
borygmous rumblings as if from salmon-stuffed grizzlies issued from 
deep in their diaphragms. Encouraged, she pressed up against them. 

“Now, tell little Goldie the truth. Do I feel like some old ‘fossil’ to 
you big, sensitive fellows?” 

Otto loosed a roaring bellow, which Toto echoed. Goldie stepped 
back in nrock fright. “Oh, you bears are scaring nre!" She raised her 
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hands to the collar around her throat, whereupon the entire stripe fell 
away in a slack coil, leaving her completely naked. 

From the breadbox came the plaintive voice of Buffo. “Hey, this 
isn’t fair. Guys, guys? Get off that couch and let me out! C’mon, you 
know a nice hit of frog will make it better." Buffo paused to watch the 
busy tangle for a while. “Although I don’t really see how.... Oh, shucks!” 
Soon Buffo’s resigned snores competed with the other noises in 
the cabin.” 

Then there was silence. 

Some hours later, the caterpillar laid down the pipe of its hookah 
and politely coughed. 

“What do you want?” Otto gruffly demanded. 

“I believe that the same agency which destroyed the Peppermint 
Stick is now bent on attacking us. You recall the existence of those 
dwellers in the liquid ocean deep below Tethys’s surface...?” 

“Not those stupid Clarke worms!” 

“What’re Clarke worms?” asked Goldie. 

Toto explained. “The natives of Saturn’s satellites. They drove your 
homy water-ice miners offplanet the same year your ship was 
destroyed, and before humanity could counterattack, we went 
through the Singularity and didn’t need their crummy moon anymore, 
so nobody’s ever been back.” 

“A large fleet of intelligent missiles is fast approaching,” said the 
ship. “Shall I — ?” 

Otto yawned. “Of course. And sterilize the moon too while you're 
at it” 

Goldie swung her legs over the edge of the couch. 

“Done,” said the deva. 

“Wow. You guys don’t mess around. But was it really necessary to 
kill like even a bunch of worms so thoroughly?” 

“Oh, it’ll give someone else the interesting task of reconstructing the 
species. And you know, Little Golden, that reminds me. Something 
you said earlier has sparked an idea in my Original Human brain.” 
“Do tell,” said Toto. “This will be a first.” 

Ignoring the taunt, Otto said, “Take us to the Oort Cloud, deva. 
Allow me to show you around the ship, meanwhile, Little Golden." 

Pointing out the various features of the Grigori Bern ford, includ- 
ing die Fast Forward drives, took nearly an hour, toward the end of 
which time Toto, Otto, and Goldie stood before a closed door. 

“Now, behind this door is the one part of the ship you must never 
visit, even though it’s easily accessible.” 

“Gee, what’s in there?” 

Otto and Toto looked at each other with chagrin. “We’ve forgotten. 
The frog has ruined our short-term memories. But I distinctly recall 
it’s something really awful and scaiy and not good to mess with. So 
stay away.” 

“Mega-Bluebeard,” said Goldie. “But I’ll try." 

Reentering the room where she had first encountered the twins, 
Goldie noticed a sobbing coming from the breadbox. Before anyone 
could stop her, she had removed a weeping Buffo and was cradling 
the hypertrophied toad between her breasts. 

“There, there, what’s the matter, froggie?” 

“I — ” sniff, sniff — “just want to be licked!” 

“Oh, is that all?” said Goldie. 

“No, don’t!” warned Toto. 

But it was too late, for Goldie had already obligingly slurped the 
patina of slime off the toad’s head. 

The toad fell from her lifeless hands, and she keeled over onto the 
floor with a look of ecstatic overload on her face. 

Otto scooped up the toad. “You greedy bastard! Look at what 
you’ve done now! You should have known an unsartorized human 
couldn’t take your foul mess!” 

“It wasn’t fair,” whined Buffo. “You two had all the fun you wanted.” 
“But we didn’t go and break her!” said Otto as he stuffed the 
amphibian roughly back into its bulpy box. 

The floor was already closing over Goldie. “I will have her reani- 
mated shortly,” consoled the ship. “Meanwhile, we are now stopped 
some 40 thousand AU’s from the Sun, at the farthest fringes of the 
Oort, home to the Solar System’s comet reserves.” 



Otto rubbed his big hands together. “Great! Now, this is what I’ve 
thought up. We’re going to terraform the Earth!” 

“But the Earth is already pretty much terraformed, isn’t it?” sug- 
gested Toto. “More or less by definition?” 

“I know that! But just think! If we bombard the planet with mil- 
lions of comets, just like our ancestors did to Mars, it will completely 
wipe out billions of people and all of civilization there! Then we can 
spend a lot of time and energy recreating it!” 

Toto shook his head admiringly. “I have to confess, Otto, that with 
this marvelous idea, you have smpassed your inherent limitations as 
a copy. Let’s do it” 

At that instant, a choir of glowing angelic beings materialized inside 
the ship. 

“It’s those ghosts from the end of time again,” Otto observed with 
annoyance. 

“And they are radiating a controlled flow of comucopions,” added 
the deva 

“Yes,” said the choir with one celestial voice, “we have returned to 
reason with you once more. We are your potential descendents from 
the Omega point of futurity. And we are here to stop you. If you cany 
forth your mad plan, we will never come to be!” 

“It’s rather a tenuous foundation to argue from, isn’t it?” asked Toto. 
The lead angel raised his/her arms in an imperious gesture. 
“Enough! Will you desist?” 

“Make us!” 

There came a blinding radiance that filled the ship. When it dissi- 
pated, both the twins and the angels were nowhere to be seen. 

Seconds later, from the floor Goldie was reborn. Sitting up, she 
looked curiously around. 

“Otto? Toto? Hello? Anyone?” 

Buffo called out from his box. “It’s just you and me now, babe!” 
“Oh, you nasty thing! Be quiet” 

Goldie moved to the mushroom and poked the slumped uncon- 
scious caterpillar, but he failed to respond. 

“Goodness! I’m really up the creek now!” 

Goldie began to wander through the ship. 

Finally she found herself at the forbidden door. 

“Should I...? Well, why not?” 

But before she could try to open the door, it opened on its own. 
Behind it stood Otto. Or Toto. 

Save that he was only as tall as Goldie’s knee, and proportioned 
to suit. 

“Who — who are you?” 

“My name’s Toot,” said the teddy bear. “I’m the original. Let me 
apologize for any inconvenience my duplicates might have caused 
you. The ship is bootstrapping itself back into existence now, incor- 
porating what it learned from the angels. And if our hypothetical 
descendents should return, they won’t find us such an easy mark.” 

“I don’t understand....” 

Toot explained what had happened. 

“Does that mean," Goldie asked, “that you’re going to go ahead 
with the crazy scheme Otto and Toto came up with?” 

“Of course. It’s brilliant. I knew that if I left them alone long enough, 
they’d hit upon something.” 

“And what about me?” 

Toot said, “How does being called ‘Eve’ suit you?” 

Goldie squealed and said, “Oh, Teddy, how romantic! You’re just 
right for me!” 

“I had better be, hadn’t I? Now that we’ve effectively snipped the 
loop that contains our distant heirs out of the continuum, you and I 
have a big responsibility to fulfill.” 

“And just what might that special ol’ tiling be?” Goldie inquired, 
rubbing the top of Toot’s head sensuously. 

“You and I are just going to have to pop down the nearest worm- 
hole and ahead to the Omega point in order to take their place. Ride 
out the Big Crunch safe and sound, and kickstart the next universe.” 
“Oh, Teddy, what a wedding present!” 

“Nothing I can’t afford." 

And we even took Buffo. □ 
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to the Pope. Josella didn’t help, insisting that she wanted no help from 
unbelievers. 

“I won’t try to convert you,” William said, smiling at her. “But I can 
offer you protection and help you create a new persona for yourself.” 
“A kind of witness protection plan,” Sam said, trying to encourage 
her. “See, we’re bringing the Vatican into the twenty-first century.” 
Me? I was stewing. The two of them were falling all over themselves 
trying to help Josella and ignoring me altogether. 

Josella was starting to nod, seeing that maybe there was a way out 
of the blind comer she’d trapped herself in. She took tire gun from her 
lap, popped open its magazine, and laid the pieces on the coffee table. 
“All right,” she said. “I’ll go along with you.” 

“But what about those other killings?” I heard myself blurt out. 
“She’s admitted to murdering God knows how many men!” 

Sam glowered at me. 

Pope William smiled. “How do we know, Senator Meyers, that this 
entire episode — Sam’s lawsuit, my coming to the Moon, the various 
assassination attempts — how do we know that all of this hasn’t been 
God’s way of bringing this one woman to repentance and salvation?” 
“I won’t convert,” Josella snapped. “I’m a Muslim.” 

“Of course,” said the Pope. “I only want you to change your life, not 
your religion.” 

“All this," I heard the disbelief in my own voice, “just for her?” 
“There is more joy in heaven over one sinner who’s redeemed than 
there is over one of the faithful,” Pope William said. 

Even God was concentrating on Josella, I thought, ashamed of my 
jealousy but feeling it seething inside me nonetheless. 

Sam grinned at him. “So you think this whole thing has been an act 
of God, huh?" 

“Everything is an act of God,” said the Pope. “Isn’t that right, Josella?” 
She nodded silently. 

Sam and I left Josella with the Pope. As we walked back along the 
corridors, I tried to stop feeling so damned jealous. But the thought 
of her with Pope William just plain boiled me. All of a sudden it struck 
me that Josella might be more of a threat to William than she was to 
Sam. His soul, that is; not his body. 

I started to laugh. 

“What’s so funny?” Sam asked. 

“Nothing,” I said. “It’s just — everything’s turned upside down and 
inside out” 

“Nope,” Sam said. “Everything worked out just the way I thought it 
would. 01’ Francis X. was an altar boy, y’know. Went to Notre Dame 
and almost became a priest, before he found out how much he 
ei\joyed making money.” 

“You knew that all along?” 

“I was counting on it,” Sam answered cheerfully. 

We were at my door. I realized I was very weary, drained physically 
and emotionally. Sam looked as dripper as a sparrow, despite the hour. 
“Tomorrow’s Christmas Eve," he said. 

I tapped my wristwatch. “You mean today; it’s well past midnight.” 
“Right. I gotta get a high-gee boost direct to Rome set up for Billy 
Boy if he’s gonna say Christmas Eve mass in St. Peter’s. Even then it’s 
gonna be awful close. See ya!” 

He hustled down the corridor to his own suite, whistling shrilly off- 
key. And that’s the last I saw of Sam until Christmas. 

Pope William was overjoyed, of course. He invited me to break- 
fast that morning, just before his high-boost shuttle was set to take 
off. Even Cardinal Hagerty managed to smile, although it looked as if 
the effort might shatter his stony face. Josella was nowhere in sight, 
though. 

“My prayers have been answered," the Pope told me, over a private 
meal in his suite. 



“The Lord certainly moves in mysterious ways,” I said. 

“Indeed She does,” said the Pope, with a mischievous wink. 

More mysterious than either of us realized at the time. Sam set up 
a direct high-gee flight to Rome for the papal visitors so that Pope 
William could get back in time for his Christmas Eve mass in St. 
Peter’s. But all of a sudden, an intense solar flare erupted and raised 
radiation levels in cislunar space so high that all flights between the 
Earth and the Moon had to be cancelled. All work on the lunar sur- 
face stopped and everybody had to stay underground for forty-eight 
hours. It was as if God was forcing all of Selene’s residents and visi- 
tors to observe the Christmas holiday. 

Which is how William I became the first Pope to celebrate a public 
mass on the Moon. On Christmas Eve, in Selene’s main plaza. The 
whole population turned out, even Sam. 

“I figure about five percent of this crowd is Roman Catholic,” Sam 
said, looking over the throng. We were seated up on the stage of the 
theater shell, behind the makeshift altar. Several thousand people 
jammed the theater’s tiers of seats and spilled out onto the grass of 
the plaza’s greenway. 

“That doesn’t matter,” I said. “For one hour, we’re all united.” 

Sam grinned. The Pope didn’t have his best ceremonial robes with 
him; he offered the mass in a plain white outfit. “They’re doing The 
Nutcracker this evening,” Sam whispered to me. “Wanna see it?” 
Low-gravity ballet. Once I had dreams of becoming a dancer on the 
Moon. “I wouldn’t miss it.” 

“Good,” said Sam. 



E WATCHED THE 
elaborate ritual of 
the mass and the 
thousands of trans- 
fixed men and 
women and chil- 
dren standing out 
on the plaza, their 
eyes on the Pope. I spotted a slim, dark-skinned 
young man in a trim moustache and beard who 
looked awfully familiar. 

“Y’know,” Sam whispered, “maybe I’ve been wrong about this all 
along.” 

I nodded. 

“I mean,” he went on, “if a guy really wants to make a fortune, he 
ought to start a religion.” 

I turned and stared at him. “You wouldn’t!” 

“Maybe that’s what I ought to do.” 

“Oh Sam, you devil! Start a religion? You?” 

“Who knows.” 

I tried to glare at him but couldn’t 

“And another thing,” he whispered. “If we ever do get married, you’ll 
have to live here on the Moon with me. I’m not going back to Earth; 
it’s too dangerous down there.” 

My heart skipped a couple of beats. That was the first time Sam 
had ever admitted there was any kind of chance he’d many me. 

He shrugged good-naturedly. “Meriy Christmas, Jill.” 

“Merry Christmas,” I replied, thinking that it might turn out to be a 
very interesting new year indeed. □ 
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It hit me at last Turning to Josella, I said, “ You’re an assassin!” 

She nodded, her face very serious. 

“She wants to waste me,” Sam said, not moving from the bed. 

“But why?” I blurted. 

Josella kept the pistol rock-steady in her hand. “Because the aya- 
tollahs are unanimous in their decision that this unbeliever must die.” 
“You’re a Muslim?" 

She smiled tightly. “Not all Muslim women wear veils and chadors, 
Senator Meyers.” 

“But why would the Muslims want to kill Sam? He’s suing the Pope, 
not Islam.” 

“He is making a travesty of all religions. He is mocking God. The 
Church of Rome has yet to see the light of true revelation, but we 
slaves of Allah can’t allow this blasphemy to continue.” 

“It’s Islam’s contribution to global religious solidarity,” Sam said, 
disgust dripping from his words. 

“I had wanted to do it cleanly, professionally,” Josella said, “with- 
out any complications.” 

“That’s why you let Sam into your room,” I said. 

“Yes,” she said. “To give the condemned man his last wish. Although 
Sam didn’t know he was condemned when I granted his wish." 

“So you made it with her after all,” I said to Sam, angrily. 

He made a sour face. “She screwed me all right.” 

“And now what?” I asked Josella. “You kill us both?” 

“I’m afraid so.” 

“And how do you get away?” 

She shrugged. “There’s a shuttle leaving for Earth orbit at midnight. 
Passage on it has already been booked for a young man named 
Shankar. By the time your bodies are discovered, I will be Mr. 
Shankar, complete with moustache and beard.” 

“It’ll have to be a damned good disguise,” Sam groused. 

Almost smiling, Josella said, “It will be. Even my fingerprints will be 
different.” 

“You said you’re a professional,” I stalled for time. “You mean you’ve 
done this kind of thing before?” 

Josella nodded slowly. “For six years. My job has been to assassinate 
insurance policyholders whose estates would go to Islamic causes.” 
“You’ve worked for insurance companies and they never knew?” 
“Of course not” 

“She’s a lawyer, for Chrissake,” Sam snapped. “She’s trained to lie.” 
The phone rang. We heard Josella’s taped voice say sweetly, “I am 
not able to answer your call right now. Please leave your name and 
I’ll call you back as soon as I possibly can." 

“Josella?” I recognized that bombastic voice. It was Frank Banner. 
“This is Banner. Haven’t been able to sleep for the past two nights. 
This damned business with Sam Gunn is driving me nuts. He’s actu- 
ally going ahead with his suit in the World Court, is he? Damned lit- 
tle pissant jerk! We can’t let him drag the Pope through the mud the 
way he wants to. We just can’t! Tell him we’ll settle with him. Not his 
damned half-billion, that’s outrageous. But tell him we’ll work out 
something reasonable if he’ll drop this damned lawsuit" 

I felt my mouth drop open. I looked at Sam and he was grinning as 
if he’d been expecting this all along. 

“And tell him that if I ever see him in the same room with me, I’ll 
break every bone in his scrawny goddamned neck! Tell him that, too!” 
The phone connection clicked dead. Sam flopped back on the bed 
and whooped triumphantly. 

“I knew it!” he yelled. “I knew that Francis Xavier Banner couldn’t 
let the Pope come to trial. I knew the tight-fisted sonofabitch would 
finally break down and offer to settle my insurance claims!” He 
laughed wildly, kicking his bare haiiy legs in the air and pounding the 
mattress with his fists. 

I just stood there, dumbfounded. Had this whole complex proce- 



dure been nothing more than an elaborate scheme by Sam to get his 
insurance carrier to accept his accident claims? Yes, I realized. That 
was Sam Gunn at his wiliest: threaten the Pope to get what he con- 
sidered he was owed. 

The gun in Josella’s hand wavered, then she let her arm drop to 
her side. 

“You don’t have to kill Sam now,” I said. “There’s not going to be a 
court case after all.” 

“No,” she said. “The blasphemer must still die.” 

Sam got to his bare feet, clutching the bedsheet around his middle 
like a Roman senator who didn’t quite know how to drape his toga 
properly. 

“You’re a fraud,” Sam said. 

Josella’s dark eyes snapped at him. “Fraud?” 

“You’re about as professional a killer as that fat blonde Daughter.” 
“You think so?” Josella’s voice went hard and cold, like an icepick. 
She still had the gun in her hand. 

“You said professionals do the job without hesitation,” Sam said. 
“No talk, just boom, you’re dead.” 

Josella nodded. 

“So you’re an amateur,” Sam said, grinning at her. “You did a lot 
more than talk before you hauled out your gun.” 

“I did that with all the others, too,” Josella said. It was a flat state- 
ment, neither a boast nor an excuse. “It’s my trademark. Two of the 
older men I didn’t even have to kill; they died of natural causes.” 
“Bullshit all the others. You’ve never killed anybody and we both 
know it” 

“You’re wrong — “ 

“Yeah, sure. I’m going to start believing what a lawyer tells me, at 
my advanced age.” 

Josella looked confused. I know I was. 

But Sam knew exactly what he was doing. “Put your gun back 
wherever the hell you were hiding it and get out of here," he told her. 
“Get on the midnight shuttle and don’t come back.” 

“I can’t do that,” said Josella. “My mission is to kill you — or die. If 
I let you go, they’ll kill me." 

“Oh shit," Sam muttered. 

“You mean that your own people will murder you if you don’t kill 
Sam?” 

Josella nodded. “I must succeed or die. That’s what I promised them.” 
With a disgusted frown, Sam clutched his bedsheet a little tighter 
and reached for the phone with his free hand. 

“Don’t!” Josella warned, raising her gun. 

“I’m not calling security.” 

“Then who...?” 

Sam called Pope William. The Pope looked shocked, even on the 
tiny screen of the Picturephone, and even more surprised when Sam 
told him what his call was about. 

“Sanctuary,” he said. “This lady here needs your protection.” 
Blinking sleep from his steely eyes, Pope William said, “Maybe 
you’d better come over here to explain this to me." 

It was almost comical watching Sam and Josella get dressed while 
she still tried to keep her pistol on us. Then the three of us trotted down 
the nearly empty corridors, back to the Pope’s quarters. Two of his own 
security men, Swiss guards in plain coveralls, were waiting for us. 

They brought us to a kind of sitting room, a bare little cell with four 
chairs grouped around a coffee table. Nothing else in the room: not a 
decoration or any refreshments or even a carpet on the stone floor. 
Josella sat down warily and put her pistol on her lap. 

Pope William entered the room a few moments after we did. He 
was wearing a white sweatshirt and an old pair of Levis and he still 
filled the room with a warm brilliance. 

It was long past midnight before Sam got the whole thing explained 
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Greg looked down into his drink as he stirred it with his straw. U I 
am a Catholic, but not the kind you may think. There are many of us 
in Latin America who recognized ages ago that the bishops and car- 
dinals and all the ‘official’ Church hierarchy were in the service of the 
big landlords, the government, the tyrants.” 

“Greg was a revolutionary,” Sam said, with a smirk. 

“I still am,” he told us. “But now I work from inside the system. I 
learned that from Sam. Now I help to create jobs for the poor, to edu- 
cate them, and to help them break free of poverty.” 

“And free of the Church?” Josella asked. 

Greg said, “Most of us remain Catholics, but we do not support the 
hierarchy. We have worker priests among us, men of the people.” 
“Isn’t that what Pope William wants to encourage?” I asked. 
“Perhaps so,” Greg said. “His words sound good. But words are 
not deeds.” 

“You’re really going to insist on a trial?” I asked Sam. 

He didn’t look happy about it, but he said softly, “Got to. Ecuador 
National is close to bankruptcy. We need that money.” 

Greg nodded. I believed him, not Sam. 

Dinner was uncomfortable, to say the least. Pope William had got- 
ten to all of us, even Sam. 

But by the time dessert was being served, at least Sam had bright- 
ened up a bit. He turned his attention to Josella. 

“Is your last name Dutch?” he asked her. 

She smiled a little. “Actually, its derivation is Greek, I believe.” 
“You don’t look Greek.” 

“Looks can be deceiving, Mr. Gunn.” 

“Call me Sam.” 

Josella seemed to consider the proposition for a few moments, then 
decided. “All right— Sam.” 

“Did you call your bosses in Hartford, Josie?” he asked her. 

“Did I! Old man Banner himself got on the screen. Is he pissed 
with you!” 

Sam laughed. “Good. He’s the sonofabitch who shifted the blame 
to God.” 

“That’s a standard clause in every policy, Sam.” 

“Yeah, but I asked him personally to reconsider in my case and he 
laughed in my face.” 

“He said if you took this case to trial he’d personally break your 
neck,” Josella said, very seriously. “He used a lot of adjectives to 
describe you, your neck, and how much he’d er\joy doing it.” 
“Great!” Sam grinned. “Did you make a copy of the conversation?" 
Josella gave him a slow, delicious smile. “I did not. I even erased the 
core memory of it in my computer. You won’t be subpoenaing my 
boss’s heated words, Mr. Gunn.” 

Sam feigned crushing disappointment. 

“This Mr. Banner hates Sam so much?” Greg asked. 

“I think he truly does,” said Josella. 

“Perhaps he is the one who sent the assassins after Sam,” Greg sug- 
gested. “At least one set of them.” 

“Mr. Banner?” she looked shocked. 

A thought struck me. “You said the assassins were amateurs, 
Josella Have you had much experience with terrorists?" 

“Only what I read in the news media," she answered smoothly. “It 
seems to me that real terrorists blow you away as soon as they get the 
chance. They don’t drag you across the landscape and gloat at you.” 
“Then let’s be glad they were amateurs,” Sam said. 

“Professionals would have killed us all, right there in your office,” 
Josella said to me. Flatly. As if she knew exactly how it was done. 
“Without worrying about getting caught?” Greg asked. 
“Considering the response time of the Dutch security people,” 
Josella said, “they could have iced the four of us and made it out of 
the building with no trouble. If they had been professionals." 



“Pleasant thought,” Sam said. 

There was plenty of night life in Selene, but as we left the 
restaurant, Sam told us that he was tired and going to his quarters. It 
sounded completely phony to me. 

Then Josella said she was retiring for the night too. Greg looked a 
little surprised. 

“I understand there’s a gaming casino in the hotel,” he said. “I think 
I’ll try my luck.” 

We said good night to Greg and headed for the elevator to take us 
down to the level where our rooms were. On Earth, the higher your 
floor, the more prestigious and expensive. On the Moon, where the 
surface is pelted with micrometeors and bathed in hard radiation, 
prestige and expense increase with your distance downward. 

Sam made a great show of saying good night to Josella. She even 
let him kiss her hand before she closed her door. I walked with him 
as far as the door to my own suite. 

“Want to come in for a nightcap?” I asked. 

Sam shook his head. “I’m really pretty pooped, kid. This business 
with the Pope’s hit me harder than I thought it would.” 

But his eyes kept sliding toward Josella’s door, down the corridor. 

“OK, Sam,” I said, trying to make it sound sweet and unsuspecting. 
“Good night” 

He pecked me on the cheek. A brotherly kiss. I hadn’t expected 
more, but I still wanted something romantic or at least warm. 

I closed my door and leaned against it Suddenly I felt really weary, 
tired of the whole mess. Tired of chasing Sam, who was interested in 
every female in the solar- system except me. Tired of this legal tangle 
with the Vatican. And scared of the effect that Pope William had on 
me. I wondered if one of the changes he wanted to make in the 
Church was to allow priests to marry. Wow! 

T HONESTLY TRIED TO SLEEP. BUT I JUST 
tossed and fussed until I finally admit- 
ted that I was wide-awake. I told the 
phone beside the bed to get Sam for me. 

It got his answering routine. “I’m 
either sleeping or doing something else 
important. Leave your name and I’ll get 
back to you, promise.” 

Sleeping or doing something else important. I 
knew what “something else” was. I pulled on a set of 
coveralls and tramped down the corridor to Sam's 

door. I knocked. No answer. Knocked harder. Still no answer. 
Pounded on it. He wasn’t there. 

I knew where he was. Steaming with rage, I stomped down the cor- 
ridor to Josella’s door and banged on it with both fists. I even kicked it 
“I know you’re in there, Sam!” I shouted, not giving a damn who in 
the hotel could hear me. “Open up this goddamned door!" 

Josella opened it. She was wearing nothing but the sheerest of 
nightgowns. And she had a pistol in her hand. 

“Senator Meyers,” she said, with a sad kind of resignation in her 
voice. “I had hoped to avoid this.” 

Puzzled, I pushed past her and into her room. Sam was sitting on 
the bed, buck naked, a sheet wrapped around his middle. 

“Aw, shit, Jill,” he said, frowning. “Now she’s got you, too.” 
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poor for centuries, but today we have more poor people than ever 
before. It is clear that our methods are not successful.” 

Sam’s eyes narrowed warily, sensing a trap ahead. Cardinal Hagerty 
grumbled something too low for me to hear. 

“For centuries we have ridden on the horns of a dilemma; a para- 
dox, if you will,” the Pope continued. “The goal of Holy Mother 
Church — the task given to Peter by Christ — was to save souls, not 
bodies. The Church’s eyes have always been turned toward Heaven. 
Everything we have done has been done to bring souls to salvation, 
regardless of the suffering those souls must endure on Earth.” 
Before Sam could object, the Pope added, “Or so we have told our- 
selves.” 

Cardinal Hagerty let out his breath in what might have been a sigh. 
Or a hiss. 

Pope Wiliam smiled at the old man, then continued, “The news 
media have hinted at...frictions between myself and the Curia— the 
bureaucracy that actually runs tire Vatican.” 

“I’ve heard such rumors,” I said. 

Clasping his hands together, the Pope said, “The differences 
between myself and tire Curia are based on tire assessment that you 
have just made, Mr. Gunn. The Church has indeed told its faithful to 
ignore the needs of this world in order to prepare for the next. I 
believe that such an attitude has served us poorly. I believe tire Church 
must change its position on many things. We can’t save souls who 
have given themselves to despair, to crime and drugs and all kinds of 
immorality. We must give our people hope.” 

“Amen to that,” Sam muttered. 

“Hope for a better life here on Earth.” 

Ordinarily Sam would have quipped that we weren’t on Earth at 
the moment But he remained quiet. 

“So you see,” Pope William said, “we are not so far apart as you 
thought.” 

Sam shook himself, like a man trying to break loose from a hypnotic 
spell. “I still want my half bill,” he said. 

Pope William smiled at hinr. “We don’t have it, and even if we did, 
we wouldn’t give it to you.” 

“Then you’re going to go down tire tubes, just like I said.” 

“And the changes I am trying to make within the Vatican will go 
down the tubes with nre,” Pope William replied. 

Sam thought a moment, then said, “Yeah, I guess they will.” 
Leaning toward Sam, Pope William pleaded, “But don’t you under- 
stand? If you press your case, all the reforms that the Church needs 
will never be made. Even if you don’t win, the case will be so infamous 
that I’ll be blocked at every turn by the Curia" 

“That’s your problem,” Sam replied, so low I could barely hear him. 
“Why do you think I came up here?” the Pope continued. “I wanted 
to make a personal appeal to you to be reasonable. I need your help!” 
Sam said nothing. 

Cardinal Hagerty recovered his voice. “I thought from the begin- 
ning that this trip was a waste of precious time.” 

Pope William pushed his chair back from the table. “I’m afraid you 
were right all along," he said to the cardinal. 

“So we’ll have a trial,” Sam said, getting to his feet. 

“We will,” said the Pope. He was nearly six feet tall; he towered 
over Sam. 

“You’ll lose,” Sam warned. 

The Pope’s smile returned, but it was only a pale imitation of the ear- 
lier version. “You’re forgetting one tiling, Mr. Gunn. God is on our side.” 
Sam gave him a rueful grin. “That’s OK. I’m used to working against 
the big guys.” 

Sam and I walked slowly along the corridor that led from the 
Pope’s quarters to the main living section of Selene. Josella trudged 



along on Sam’s other side; Greg was a few steps ahead of us. 

“Sam,” I said, “I’m going to recommend against a trial.” 

He didn’t look surprised. 

“You can’t do this,” I said. “It’s not right.” 

Sam seemed subdued, but he still replied, “You can recommend all 
you want to, Jill. The Court, will still have to hear the case. The law’s 
on my side.” 

“Then the law is an ass!” 

He grinned at me. “Old gray-eyes got to you, didn’t he? Sexy guy, 
for a Pope.” 

I glared at him. There’s nothing so infuriating as a man who 
thinks he knows what’s going on inside your head. Especially when 
he’s right. 

Josella said, “I’ll have to report this meeting to my superiors back 
in Hartford.” 

“How about having supper with me?” Sam asked her. Right in 
front of me. 

Josella glanced at me. “I don’t think so, Sam. It might be seen as a 
conflict of interest.” 

Sam laughed. “We’ll bring the judge along. We’ll discuss the case. 
Hey Greg,” he called up the corridor, “you wanna have dinner with the 
rest of us?” 

So the four of us met at the hotel’s restaurant after freshening up 
in our individual rooms. I made certain to follow Sam to his suite, 
down the corridor from Josella’s, before going to my own. 

“Bodyguarding me?” he asked mischievously. 

“Protecting my interest,” I said. Then I added loftily, “In the integrity 
of the World Court and the international legal system.” 

Sam gave me a wry smile. 

“I don’t want you tampering with the opposition’s lawyer,” I said. 

“Tamper? Me? The thought never entered my mind.” 

“I know what’s in your mind, Sam. You can’t fool me.” 

“Have I ever tried to?” he asked. 

And I had to admit to myself that he never had. To the rest of the 
world Sam might be a devious, womanizing rogue, a sly underhanded 
con man, even an extortionist, but he’d always been upfront with me. 
Damn him! 

T HE RESTAURANT WAS CROWDED, 
but Sam got us a quiet table in 
a comer. He and Greg were 
already there when I arrived. 
Shortly after me, Josella 
swept in, looking like an 
African princess in a long, 
clinging gold-mesh sheath. 
Sam’s eyes went wide. He had barely flickered at my 
Parisian original, but I didn’t have Josella’s figure or 
long legs. 

Sam sat Josella on one side of him, me on the other. Greg was 
across the table from him. I think he was enjoying having two 
women next to him. I only hoped he couldn’t see how jealous I was 
of Josella 

Trying to hide that jealousy, I turned to Greg. I was curious about 
him. Over pre-dinner cocktails, I asked him, “You’re a Catholic, aren’t 
you? How do you feel about all this?” 
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expect the Church to pay you for industrial accidents.” 

“Don’t call me Shirley,” Sam mumbled. 

“What?” 

Barely suppressing his glee, Sam said, “We’ve been through all this. 
The insurance industry says God’s responsible. You claim to be God’s 
representative on Earth. So you owe Ecuador National Space Sys- 
tems half a billion dollars.” 

Pope William’s smile darkened just a bit “And what will you do if 
we refuse to pay— assuming, that is, that the World Court should 
decide in your favor.” 

“Which is ridiculous,” said Hagerty. 

Sam was unperturbed. “If the World Court really is an International 
Court of Justice, as it claims to be,” he gave me the eye, “then it has 
to decide in my favor.” 

“I doubt that," said the Pope. 

“Ridiculous,” uttered Cardinal Hagerty. It seemed to be his 
favorite word. 

“Think about it,” Sam went on, sitting up straighter in his chair. 
“Think of the reaction in the Muslim nations if the World Court seems 
to treat the Vatican differently from other nations. Or India or China.” 
Pope William’s brows knit slightly. Hagerty’s expression could have 
soured milk. 

“Another thing,” Sam added. “You guys have been working for a 
century or so to heal the rifts among other Christians. Imagine how 
the Protestants will feel if they see the Vatican getting special treat- 
ment from the World Court.” 

“Finding the Vatican innocent of responsibility for your industrial 
accidents is hardly special treatment,” said Pope William. 

“Maybe you think so, but how will the Swedes feel about it? Or the 
Orthodox Catholics in Greece and Russia and so on? Or the South- 
ern Baptists?” 

The Pope said nothing. 

“Think about the publicity,” Sam said, leaning back easily in Iris chair. 
“Remember what an American writer once said: There is no charac- 
ter, howsoever good and fine, but can be destroyed by ridicule.’” 

“‘By ridicule, howsoever poor and witless,’” the Pope finished the 
citation. “Mark Twain.” 

“That’s right,” said Sam. 

Cardinal Hagerty burst out, “You can’t hold the Vatican responsible 
for acts of the Lord! You can’t expect the Church to pay every time 
some daft golfer gets struck by lightning because he didn’t have sense 
enough to come in out of the rain!" 

“Hey, you're the guys who claim you’re God’s middleman. You spent 
several centuries establishing that point, too, from what I hear.” 

“All right,” said Pope William, smiling again, “let’s grant for the sake 
of argument that the World Court decides against the Vatican. We, of 
course, will refuse to pay. It would be impossible for us to pay such 
a sum, in fact Even if we could, we’d have to take the money away 
from the poor and the starving in order to give it to you.” 

“To the nation of Ecuador,” Sam corrected. 

“To Ecuador National Space Systems,” grumbled Cardinal Hagerty. 
“Which is you,” said the Pope. 

Sam shrugged. 

Pope William turned to me. “What would happen if we refused to 
pay?” 

I felt flustered. My face got hot “I...uh — the only legal alternative 
would be for the Court to ask the Peacekeepers to enforce its deci- 
sion.” 

“So the Peacekeepers will invade the Vatican?” Cardinal Hagerty 
sneered. “What will they do, cart away the Pieta? Hack off the roof 
of the Sistine Chapel and sell it at auction?” 

“No,” I admitted. “I don’t see anything like that happening.” 
“Lemme tell you what’ll happen,” Sam said. “The world will see that 



your claim to be God’s special spokesman is phony. The world will see 
that you hold yourselves above the law. Your position as a moral 
leader will go down the toilet. The next time you ask the nations to 
work for peace and unity, the whole world will laugh in your face.” 




ardinal Hagerty went 
white with anger. He sput- 
tered, but no words came 
past his lips. I thought he was 
going to have a stroke, right 
there at our conference table. 

But the Pope touched him 
on the shoulder and the Car- 
dinal took a deep, shuddering breath and seemed to 
relax somewhat. 



Pope William’s smile was gone. He focused those 



steel-gray eyes on Sam and said, “You are a dangerous man, Mr. Gunn.” 

Sam stared right back at him. “I’ve been called lots of things in my 
time, but never dangerous.” 

“You would extort half a billion dollars out of the mouths of the 
world’s neediest people?” 

“And use it to create jobs so that they wouldn’t be needy anymore. 
So they won’t have to depend on you or anybody else. So they can 
stand on their own feet and live in dignity.” 

Sam was getting worked up. For the first time in my life, I saw Sam 
becoming really angry. 

“You go around the world telling people to accept what God sends 
them. You’ll help them. Sure you will. You’ll help them to stay poor, 
to stay miserable, to be dependent on Big Daddy from Rome.” 

“Sam!” I admonished. 

“I’ve read the Gospels. Christ went among the poor and shared what 
he had with them. He told a rich guy to sell everything he had and give 
it to the poor if he wanted to make it into heaven. I don’t see anybody 
selling off the papal jewels. I see cardinals jet-setting around the 
world. I see the Pope telling the poor that they’re God’s chosen peo- 
ple — from the balconies of posh hotels.” 

Greg Molina smiled grimly. He must be a Catholic who’s turned 
against tire Church, I thought. 

Sam kept on, “All my life I’ve seen the same old story: big govern- 
ment or big religion or big corporations telling the little guys to stay 
in their places and be grateful for whatever miserable crumbs they 
get. And they stay in their places and take what you deign to give 
them. And their children grow up poor and hungry and miserable and 
listen to the same sad song and make more children who grow up 
just as poor and hungry and miserable.” 

“That’s not Iris fault,” I said. 

“Isn’t it?” Sam was trembling with rage. “They’re all the same, 
whether it’s government or corporate or religion. As long as you stay 
poor and miserable, they’ll help you. And all they do is help you to stay 
dependent on them.” 

Pope William’s expression was grim. But he said, “You’re right” 

Sam’s mouth opened, then clicked shut Then he managed to utter, 
“Huh?” 



“You are entirely right,” the Pope repeated. He smiled again, but 
now it was almost sad, from the heart. “Oh, maybe not entirely, but 
right enough. Holy Mother Church has struggled to help the world’s 
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moping like a teenaged Romeo when the object of his desire wouldn’t 
go along with him. Usually his pining and sighing only lasted until he 
found a new object of desire; I think twenty-four hours was the 
longest he’d ever gone, in the past. Like a minor viral infection. 

But when I got to the restaurant, Sam was practically bouncing 
with excitement As the maitre d’ led me to the table, Sam jumped to 
his feet so hard that he rose clear above the table and soared over it, 
landing on his toes right in front of me like a star ballet dancer. Peo- 
ple stared from their tables. 

Gracefully, Sam took my hand and bent his lips to it. His lips were 
curved into a tremendously self-satisfied smile. 

Alarm bells went off in my head. Either he’s finally scored with 
Josella or he’s found a new love. I knew he couldn’t possibly be this 
happy just to see me again. 

Sam shooed the maitre d’ away and helped me into my chair. Then 
he chugged around the table and sat down, folded his hands and 
rested his chin on them, and grinned at me as though he were a cat 
who’d just cornered the canary market 
I saw that there was a chilled bottle of French champagne in a sil- 
ver bucket next to the table. A waiter immediately brought a dish of 
caviar and placed it in the center of the table. 

“What’s going on?” I asked. 

Sam cocked an eyebrow at me. “Going on? What do you mean?” 
“The champagne and caviar. The grin on your face.” 

“Couldn’t that be just because I’m so happy to see you?” 

“No, it couldn’t,” I said. “Come on, Sam, we’ve known each other 
too long for this kind of runaround.” 

He laughed softly and leaned closer toward me. “He’s coming here.” 
“Who’s coming here?” 

“fZ Papa himself,” Sam whispered. 

“The Pope?” My voice squeaked like a surprised mouse. 

His head bobbing up and down, Sam said, “William I. The bishop of 
Rome. Vicar of Christ. Successor to the prince of the Apostles. 
Supreme pontiff of the universal church. Patriarch of the West, pri- 
mate of Italy, archbishop and metropolitan of the Roman province, 
sovereign of the state of Vatican City, servant of the servants of God.” 
He took a breath. “That one.” 

“The Pope is coming here? To the Moon? To Selene?” 

“Just got the word from Cardinal Hagerty himself. Pope Bill is com- 
ing here to deal with me personally.” 

I felt as if I were in free fall, everything inside me sinking. “Oh my 
God,” I said. 

“Nope,” said Sam. “Just His representative.” 

■ T WAS SUPPOSED TO BE VERY HUSH-HUSH. 
No news reporters. No leaks. The Pope 
came incognito, slipping out of Rome in 
plain clothes and riding to the Moon in a 
private rocket furnished by Rockledge 
I Industries and paid for by Frank Banner’s 
insurance consortium. 

For once in his life Sam kept a secret 
that wasn’t his own. He bubbled and jittered through 
the two days it took for the Pope to arrive at Selene. 
Instead of putting him up in the hotel, where he might 

be recognized, Sam ensconced Pope William, Cardinal Hagerty, and 



their retinue of guards and servants — all male — in a new wing of 
Selene’s living quarters that hadn’t been opened yet for occupancy. 

Their quarters were a little rough, a little unfinished. Walls nothing 
but bare stone. Some of the electrical fixtures hadn't been installed 
yet. But there was comfortable furniture ;md plenty of room for them. 

Suddenly I was a World Court judge in charge of a pretrial hearing 
again. I set up the meeting in the Pope’s suite, after a half-day of phone 
discussions with Sam and Cardinal Hagerty. Greg Molina reluctantly 
came up from Quito; Sam provided him with a special high-energy 
boost so he could get to us within twenty-four hours. 

So there we were: Sam, the Pope, Cardinal Hagerty, Greg, Josella, 
and me, sitting around a circular table made of lunar plastic. Of the 
six of us, only Sam and I seemed truly at ease. The others looked 
slightly queasy from the low gravity. Cardinal Hagerty, in particular, 
gripped tine arms of his chair as if he was afraid he’d be sucked up to 
the bare stone ceiling if he let go. 

I was surprised at Josella’s uneasiness. She was seated next to me — 
I made certain to place myself between her and Sam. She had always 
seemed so cool and self-possessed that I felt almost pained for her. 

While Greg went through the formality of reading the precis of 
Sam’s suit against the Vatican, I leaned over and whispered to Josella, 
“Are you having trouble adjusting to the gravity?” 

She looked surprised, almost shocked. Then she tried to smile. “It’s 
not that It’s this room. I feeL.it must be something like claustrophobia” 
I wondered that she hadn’t been bothered before, but then I figured 
that the other rooms of the hotel had big electronic window walls and 
green plants and decorations that tricked the eye into forgetting that 
you were buried deep underground. This conference room’s walls were 
bare, which made its ceiling seem low. Like a monk’s cell, I thought 
Halfway through Greg’s reading of the precis, Cardinal Hagerty 
cleared his throat noisily and asked, “If there’s nothing new in this 
travesty, could we dispense with the rest of this reading?” 

Hagerty was by far the oldest person in the group. His face was 
lined and leathery; his hair thin and white. He looked frail and cranky, 
and his voice was as creaky as a rusted door hinge. 

Sam nodded agreement, as did Josella. Greg tapped his hand-sized 
computer and looked up from its screen. 

“Now then," said the Pope, folding his hands on the table top, “let’s 
get down to the nitty-gritty." 

He was smiling at us. Pope William looked even younger in person 
than on TV. And even more dynamic and handsome. A rugged and 
vigorous man with steel-gray hair and steel-gray eyes. He looked more 
like a successful corporate executive or a lawyer than a man of God. 
Even in his white papal robes, it was hard for me to think of him as a 
priest. And a celibate. 

He had the knack of making you feel that he was concentrating all 
his attention on you, even when he wasn’t looking directly at you. 
And when his eyes did catch mine, I got goose bumps, so help me. 
Dynamic? He was dynamite. 

Of course, he didn’t affect Sam the way he hit me. 

“You want the nitty-gritty?” Sam replied, with no hint of awe at 
speaking face-to-face with the Pope. “OK. God owes me half a bil- 
lion dollars.” 

“Ridiculous,” Cardinal Hagerty croaked. 

“Not according to the insurance industry,” Sam countered. He 
jabbed a finger toward Josella. “Tell ’em, kid.” 

Josella looked startled. “Tell them what?” 

“Your employers claim that the accidents that’ve almost wrecked 
Ecuador National Space Systems were acts of God. Right?” 

“Yes,” Josella answered warily. 

Sam spread his hands. “See? They’re the ones who put the blame 
on God, not me. All I’m trying to do is collect what’s owed me.” 

Pope William turned his megawatt smile on Sam. “Surely you don’t 



55 



wl 

? 15 VM 

pr 



m 


I 


r i 


| | 


m 


r i 

m 


V 1 


! 


V » 

m 


r i 

i 



pig guys.” 

It was the Peacekeepers, thank goodness. Two of their helicopters 
came clattering and whooshing down on that little clearing while a 
pair of jump-jets flew cover high overhead. I was never so happy to 
see that big blue and white symbol in my life. 

The Peacekeepers had mounted a full search-and-rescue operation. 
Their helicopter was spacious, comfortable, and even soundproofed 
a little. They thought of everything. While Sam filled in one of their 
officers on die layout of the Romanian shelter complex, two enlisted 
personnel brought us steaming hot coffee and sandwiches. It made 
me realize that we hadn’t eaten or slept in close to twenty-four hours. 

I was starting to drowse when I heard Sam ask, over the muted roar 
of the ’copter’s turbines, “Who were those guys?” 

The Peacekeeper officer, in a sky blue uniform, shook her head. 
“Neither the Daughters of the Mother nor the Warriors of God are 
listed in our computer files.” 

“Terrorists,” Greg Molina said. “Religious fanatics.” 

“Amateurs,” said Josella Ecks, with a disdainful curl of her lip. 

That startled me. The way she said it. But the need for sleep was 
overpowering my critical faculties. I cranked my seat back and closed 
my eyes. The last thing I saw was Sam holding Josella’s hand and star- 
ing longingly into her deep, dark, beautifully lashed eyes. 

I wanted to murder her but I was too tired. 

(jf y AM WENT TO SELENE THE NEXT DAY 
and, sure enough, Josella went with 
him. Greg Molina returned to Quito, 
dropping into my office just before 
he left. 

\ I “Will the trial be held in The Hague 
or at Selene?” he asked. 

“Wherever,” I groused, seething at 
the thought of Sam and Josella together a quarter- 
million miles away. 

“I assume there will be a trial since there was no 

agreement at the pretrial hearing,” he said. 

Grimly, I answered, “It certainly looks that way." 

Looking slightly worried, “If it’s on the Moon, will I have to go there? 
Or can I participate electronically?” 

“It would be better if you were there in person.” 

“I’ve never been in space,” he admitted. 

“There’s nothing to it," I said. “It’s like flying in an airplane.” 

“But the lack of gravity..." 

“You’ll get used to it in a day or so. You’ll eqjoy it,” I assured him. 

He looked unconvinced. 

It took me a whole day of fussing and fuming before I bit the bul- 
let and rocketed to the Moon after Sam. And Josella. Pride is one 
thing, but I just couldn’t stand the drought of Sam chasing that willowy 
young thing — and catching her. Josella Ecks might think she was 
smart and cool enough to avoid Sam’s clutches, but she didn’t know 
our sawed-off Lothario as well as I did. 

And it would be just like Sam to try to get the other side's lawyer 
to fall for him. Even if he wasn’t bonkers about Josella, he’d want to 
sabotage her ability to represent his adversary in court. 

So I told myself I was doing my job as a judge of the International 
Court of Justice as I flew to Selene. 



I hadn’t been to the Moon in nearly five years, and I was impressed 
with how much bigger and more luxurious the underground city 
had grown. 

Selene’s main plaza had been mostly empty the last time I’d seen it, 
an immense domed structure of bare lunar concrete rumbling with 
the echoes of bulldozers and construction crews. Now the plaza — 
big enough to hold half a dozen football fields— was filled with green 
trees and flowering shrubbery. On one side stood the gracefully 
curved acoustical shell of an open-air theater. Small shops and restau- 
rants were spotted along the pleasant winding walk that led through 
the plaza, all of them decked out with Christmas ornaments. The trees 
along with walk twinkled with lights. 

There were hundreds of people strolling about, tourists walking 
awkwardly, carefully, in weighted boots to keep them from stumbling 
in the one-sixth gravity. A handful of fliers soared high up near the 
curving dome, using colorful rented plastic wings and their own mus- 
cle power to fly like birds. For years Sam had said that tourism would 
become a major industry in space, and at last Iris prediction was com- 
ing true. Christmas on the Moon: the ultimate holiday trip. 

The lobby of the Selene Hotel was marvelous, floored with basalt 
from Mare Nubium polished to a mirror finish. The living quarters 
were deeper underground than the lobby level, of course. There were 
no stairs, though; too easy for newcomers unaccustomed to the low 
gravity to trip and fall. I walked down a wide rampway, admiring the 
sheets of water cascading noiselessly down tilted panes of lunar glass 
on either side of the central rampway into spacious fish ponds at the 
bottom level. Freely flowing water was still a rare sight on the Moon, 
even though aquaculture provided more of the protein for lunar meals 
than agriculture did. 

Soft music wafted through hidden speakers, and tourists tossed 
chunks of bread to the fish in the pools, not realizing that sooner or 
later the fish would be feeding them. I saw that others had thrown 
coins into the water and laughed to myself, picturing Sam wading in 
there every night to collect the loose change. 

I hadn’t told Sam I was coming, but he must have found out when 
I booked a suite at the hotel. There were real flowers and Swiss choco- 
lates waiting for me when I checked in. I admired the flowers and 
gave the chocolates to the concierge to distribute to the hotel’s staff. 
Let them have the calories. 

Even before I unpacked my meager travel bag, I put in a call to 
Sam’s office. Surprisingly, he answered it himself. 

“Hi, there!” Sam said brightly, his larger-than-life face grinning at 
me from the electronic window that covered one whole wall of my 
sitting room. “What brings you to Selene?” 

I smiled for him. “I got lonesome, Sam.” 

“Really?” 

“And I thought that I’d better make certain you’re not suborning an 
officer of the court” 

“Oh, you mean Josella?” 

“Don’t put on your innocent face for me, Sam Gunn,” I said. “You 
know damned well I mean Josella.” 

His expression went serious. “You don’t have to worry about her. 
She’s got more defenses than a porcupine. Her arms are a lot longer 
than mine, I found out” 

He actually looked sad. I felt sorry for him, but I didn’t want him to 
know it. Not yet. Sam had a way of using your emotions to get what 
he wanted. 

So I said, “I presume you’re free for dinner.” 

He sighed. “Dinner, lunch, breakfast, you call it.” 

“Dinner. Seven o’clock in the hotel’s restaurant.” All the lunar facil- 
ities kept Greenwich Mean Time, which was only an hour off from 
The Hague. 

I had expected Sam to be downcast. I’d seen him that way before, 
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“He’s ours!” bellowed the redhead. “We snatched him from The 
Hague.” 

“And we are taking him from you. It is our holy mission to attend 
to this pig.” 

“You can’t!” the redhead insisted. “I won’t let you!” 

“We’ll send you a videotape of his execution,” said the leader of the 
Warriors. 

“No, no! We’ve got to kill him!” 

“I am so sorry to disagree, but it is our sacred duty to execute him. 
If we must kill you also, that is the will of God.” 

They argued for half an hour or more, but the Warriors outnum- 
bered and outgunned the Daughters. So we were marched out of that 
underground office, down the mine gallery and through another set 
of steel doors that looked an awful lot like the hatches of airlocks. 



T he underground corridors 

we walked through didn’t look 
like parts of a mine anymore. 
The walls were smoothly fin- 
ished and lined with modem 
doors that had numbers on 
them, like a hotel’s rooms. 
Sam nodded knowingly as 
we tramped along under the watchful eyes of the six 
Warriors. 

“This is the old shelter complex for the top Roman- 



ian government officials," he told me as we tramped along. “From 
back in the Cold War days, when they were afraid of nuclear attack.” 

“But that was almost a century ago,” Josella said. 

Sam answered, “Yeah, but the president of Romania and his cronies 
kept the complex going for years afterward. Sort of an underground 
pleasure dome for the big shots in tire government. Wasn’t discov- 
ered by their taxpayers until one of the bureaucrats fell in love with 
one of the call girls and spilled the beans to the media so he could run 
off with her.” 

“How do you know?” I asked him. 

“The happy couple works for me up in Selene City. He’s my chief 
bookkeeper now, and she supervises guest services at the hotel.” 

“What kind of hotel are you running up there in Selene?” Greg asked. 

Sam answered his question with a grin. Then he turned back to 
me and said, “This complex has several exits, all connected to old 
mine shafts.” 

Lowering my voice, I asked, “Can we get away from these Warriors 
and get out of here?” 

Sam made a small shrug. “There’s six of them and they’ve all got 
guns. All we’ve got is trickery and deceit.” 

“So what—” 

“When I say ‘beans,’” Sam whispered, “shut your eyes tight, stop 
walking, and count to ten slowly.” 

“Why...?” 

“Tell Greg,” he said. Then he edged away from me to whisper in 
Josella’s ear. I felt my face burning. 

“What are you saying?” one of the Warriors demanded. 

Sam put on a leering grin. “I’m asking her if she’s willing to grant 
the condemned man his last request” 

The Warrior laughed. “We have requests to make also." 



“Fool!” their leader snapped. “We are consecrated to the Faith. We 
have foresworn the comforts of women.” 

“Only until we have executed the dog.” 

“Yes," chimed another Warrior. “Once the pig is slain, we are free 
of our vows.” 

A third added, “Then we can have the prisoners.” He smiled at Greg. 
“Now wait,” Sam said. He stopped walking. “Let me get one thing 
straight. Am I supposed to be a pig or a dog?” 

The leader stepped up to him. “You are a pig, a dog, and a piece of 
camel shit." 

The man loomed a good foot over Sam’s stubby form. Sam shrugged 
good-naturedly and said, “I guess you’re entitled to your opinion.” 
“Now walk,” said the leader. 

“Why should I?” Sam stuffed his hands into the pockets of his slacks. 
A slow smile wormed across the leader’s lean face. “Because if you 
don’t walk, I will break every bone in your face.” 

They were all gathered around us now, all grinning, all waiting for 
the chance to start beating up on Sam. I realized we were only a few 
feet away from another air lock hatch. 

“You just don’t know beans about me, do you?” Sam asked sweetly. 
I squeezed my eyes shut but the glare still burned through my 
closed lids so brightly that I thought I’d go blind. I remembered to 
count.. .six, seven... 

“Come on!” Sam grabbed at my arm. “Let’s get going!" 

I opened my eyes and still saw a burning after-image, as if I had 
stared directly into the sun. The six Warriors were down on their 
knees, whimpering, pawing madly at their eyes, their rifles strewn 
across the floor. 

Sam had Josella by the wrist with one hand. With the other he was 
pulling me along. 

“Let’s move!” he commanded. “They won’t be down for more than 
a few minutes.” 

Greg stooped down and took one of the laser rifles. 

“Do you know how to use that?” Sam asked. 

Greg shook his head. “I feel better with it, though.” 

We raced to the hatch, pushed it open, squeezed through it, and then 
swung it shut again. Sam spun the control wheel as tightly as he could. 
“That won’t hold them for more than a minute,” he muttered. 

We ran. Of the four of us, I was the slowest. Josella sprinted ahead 
on her long legs, with Greg not far behind. Sam stayed back with me, 
puffing almost as badly as I was. 

“We’re both out of shape,” he panted. 

“We’re both too old for this kind of thing,” I said. 

He looked surprised, as if the idea of getting old had never 
occurred to him. 

“What did you do back there?” I asked, as we staggered down the 
corridor. 

“Miniaturized high-intensity flash lamp,” Sam said, puffing. “For 
priming minilasers.” 

“You just happened...” I was gasping, “...to have one...on you?” 
“Been carrying a few,” he wheezed, “ever since the fanatics started 
making threats.” 

“Good thinking.” 

We found a shaft and climbed up into the sweet clean air of a pine 
forest. It was cold; there was a dusting of snow on the ground. Our 
feet got thoroughly soaked and we were shivering as Sam pushed us 
through the woods. 

“Clearing,” he kept telling us. “We gotta get to a clearing.” 

We found a clearing at last, and the thin sunshine filtering through 
the gray clouds felt good after the chill shadows of the forest. Sam 
made us close our eyes again and he set off another of his flash bulbs. 

“Surveillance satellites oughtta see that,” he said. “Now it’s just a 
matter of time to see who gets us first, the Peacekeepers or the dog- 
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Two of the Daughters sat at the rear of the cabin, guns in their laps. 
Their leader and the other one sat up front Who was in the cockpit I 
never knew. 

Beneath my anger at Sam I was pretty scared. These Daughters of 
the Mother looked like religious fanatics to me, the kind who were 
willing to die for their cause — and therefore perfectly willing to kill 
anybody else for their cause. They were out to get Sam, and they had 
grabbed me and the other two as well. We were hostages. Bargaining 
chips for the inevitable moment when the Peacekeepers came at them 
with everything in their arsenal. 

And Sam was spending his time talking to Josella, trying to ease her 
fears, trying to impress her with his own courage. 

“Don’t worry,” he told her. “It’s me they want They’ll let you and the 
others loose as soon as they turn me over to their leader, whoever that 
might be.” 

And the others. I seethed. As far as Sam was concerned, I was just 
one of the others. Josella was the one he was interested in, tall and 
willowy and elegant. I was just a sawed-off runt with as much glam- 
our as a fire hydrant, and pretty much the same figure. 



there. And cold, the kind of damp cold that chills you to the bone. I 
kept glancing up at the dwindling little slice of blue sky as the Daugh- 
ters coaxed us with their gun muzzles down those groaning, shud- 
dering stairs all the way to the very bottom. 

There were some dim lanterns hanging from the rough stone 
ceiling of the bottom gallery. We walked along in gloomy silence 
until we came to a steel door. It took two of the Daughters to swing 
it open. 

The bright light made my eyes water. They pushed us into a cham- 
ber that had been turned into a rough-hewn office, of sorts. At least 
it was warm. A big, beefy redheaded woman sat scowling at us from 
behind a steel desk. 

“You can take their wristwatches from them now,” she said to the 
blonde. Then she smiled at the surprise on my face. “Yes, Senator 
Meyers, we know all about your transponders and positioning indi- 
cators. We’re not fools.” 

Sam stepped forward. “All right, you’re a bunch of geniuses. You’ve 
captured the most-wanted man on Earth — me. Now you can let the 
others go and the Peacekeepers won’t bother you.” 

“You think not?” the redhead asked, suspiciously. 

“Of course not!” Sam smiled his sincerest smile. “Their job is to pro- 
tect Senator Meyers, who’s a judge on the World Court They don’t 
give a damn about me.” 

“You’re the blasphemer, Sam Gunn?” 

“I’ve done a lot of things in a long and eventful life,” Sam said, still 
smiling, “but blasphemy isn’t one of them.” 

“You don’t think that what you’ve done is blasphemy?” The red- 
head’s voice rose ominously. I realized that her temper was just as 
fiery as her hair. 

“I’ve always treated God with respect,” Sam insisted. “I respect Her 
so much that I expect Her to honor her debts. Unfortunately, the man 
in the Vatican who claims to be Her special representative doesn’t 
think She has any sense of responsibility.” 

“The man in the Vatican.” The redhead’s lips curled into a sneer. 
“What does he know of the Mother?” 

“That’s what I say,” Sam agreed fervently. “That’s why I’m suing 
him, really.” 

For a moment the redhead almost bought it. She looked at Sam 
with eyes that were almost admiring. Then her expression hardened. 
“You are a conniving little sneak, aren’t you?” 

Sam frowned at her. “Little. Is everybody in the world worried about 
my height?” 

“And fast with your tongue, too,” the redhead went on. “I think that’s 
the first part of you that we’ll cut off.” Then she smiled viciously. “But 
only the first part” 

Sam swallowed hard, but recovered his wits almost immediately. 
“OK, OK. But let the others go. They can’t hurt you and if you let them 
go, the Peacekeepers will get out of your hair.” 

“Liar.” 

“Me?” Sam protested. 

The redhead got to her feet. She was huge, built like a football 
player. She started to say something but the words froze in her throat 
Her gaze shifted from Sam to the door behind us. 

I turned my head and saw half a dozen men in khaki uniforms, laser 
rifles in their hands. The Peacekeepers, I thought, then instantly real- 
ized that their uniforms weren’t right. 

“Thank you so much for bringing this devil’s spawn into our hands," 
said one of the men. He was tall and slim, with a trim moustache and 
an olive complexion. 

“Who in hell are you?” the redhead demanded. 

“We are the Warriors of the Faith, and we have come to take this 
son of a dog to his just reward.” 

“Gee, I’m so popular,” Sam said. 




AWN WAS JUST STARTING 
to tinge the sky when we 
started to descend. I had 
i been watching out the 
window during the flight, 
trying to puzzle out 
where we were heading 
from the position of the 
Moon and the few stars I could see. Eastward, I was 
pretty certain. East and south. That was the best I 
could determine. 

As the plane slowed down for its vertical landing, I mentally 
checked out the possibilities. East and south for six hours or so could 
put us somewhere in the Mediterranean. Italy, Spain — or North Africa. 

“Where in the world have they taken us?" I half-whispered, more to 
myself than anyone who might answer me. 

“Transylvania,” Sam answered. 

I gave him a killer stare. “This is no time to be funny.” 

“Look at my wristwatch,” he whispered back at me, totally serious. 

Its face showed latitude and longitude coordinates in digital read- 
out Sam pressed one of the studs on the watch’s outer rim, and the 
readout spelled ROMANIA. Another touch of the stud: TRANSYLVA- 
NIA. Another NEAREST MAJOR CITY, VARSAG. 

I showed him my wristwatch. “It’s got an ultra-high-frequency 
transponder in it. The Peacekeepers have been tracking us ever since 
we left The Hague. I hope." 

Sam nodded glumly. “These Mother-lovers aren’t afraid of the 
Peacekeepers as long as they’ve got you for a hostage." 

“There’s going to be a showdown sooner or later,” I said. 

Just then the plane touched down with a thump. 

“Welcome,” said Sam, in a Hollywood vampire accent, “to Castle 
Dracula” 

It wasn’t a castle that they took us to. It was a mine shaft. 

Lord knows how long it had been abandoned. The elevator didn’t 
work; we had to climb down, single file, on rickety wooden steps that 
creaked and shook with every step we took. And it was dark down 
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“How do you know they’re misdeeds?” Josella instantly rebutted. 
“We can’t know as much as God does. Perhaps these acts of God are 
part of His plan for our salvation.” 

With an absolutely straight face, Greg said, “Then He must reveal his 
purposes to us. Or be held responsible for His acts in a court of law.” 

Josella shook her head. I saw that Sam’s eyes were riveted on her. 

She looked at me, though, and asked, “May I present the defen- 
dant’s argument, Your Honor?” 

“Yes, of course.” 

Josella started a careful and very detailed review of the legal situ- 
ation, with emphasis on the absurdity of trying to hold a person or a 
state responsible for acts of God. 

“Mr. Gunn is attempting to interpret literally a phrase that was never 
so meant,” she said firmly, with a faint smile playing on her lips. 

Sam fidgeted in his chair, huffed, and snorted as she went on and 
on, cool and logical, marshalling every point or precedent that would 
help her demolish Sam’s case. 

She was nowhere near finished when Sam looked at his wristwatch 
and said, “Look, I’ve got to get to Selene. Big doings there, and I’m 
obligated to be present for them.” 

“What’s happening?” I asked. 

“Christmas stuff. Parties. We’ve brought in a ballet troupe from Van- 
couver to do The Nutcracker. Nothing that has anything to do with 
this legal crapola.” He turned to Greg. “Why don’t you two lawyers 
fight it out and lemme know what you decide, OK?” 

Sam had to lean toward Josella to speak to Greg, but he looked 
right past her, as if she weren’t there. And he was leaving Greg to 
make the decision? That wasn’t like Sam at all. Was he bored by all 
these legal technicalities? 

He got to his feet Then a slow grin crept across his face and he 
said, “Unless the three of you would like to come up to Selene with 
me, as my guests. We could continue the hearing there." 

So that was it He wanted Josella to fly with him to the Moon. Greg 
and I would be excess baggage that he would dump the first chance 
he got. And Josella actually smiled at him and replied, “I’ve never 
been to the Moon.” 

Sam’s grin went ear-to-ear. “Well, come on up! This is your big 
chance.” 

“This is a pretrial hearing,” I snapped, “not a tourist agency.” 

Just then the door burst open, and four women in janitorial cover- 
alls pushed into my office. Instead of brooms they were carrying 
machine pistols. 

“On your feet, all of you, godless humanists!” shouted their leader, 
a heavyset blonde. “You are the prisoners of the Daughters of the 
Mother!" She spoke in English, with some sort of accent I couldn’t 
identify. Not Dutch, and certainly not American. 

I stabbed at the panic button on my phone console. Direct line to 
security. The blonde ignored it and hustled the four of us out into the 
corridor to the bank of elevators. The corridor was empty; I realized 
it was well past quitting time and the Court’s bureaucrats had cleared 
out precisely at four-thirty. 

But security should be here, I thought. No sign of them. They must 
have been out Christmas shopping too. The Daughters of the Mother 
pushed us into an elevator and rode up to the roof. It was dark and 
cold up there; the wind felt as if it came straight from the North Pole. 

A tilt-rotor plane sat on the roof, its engines swivelled to their ver- 
tical position, their big propellers swinging slowly like giant scythes, 
making a whooshing sound that gave the keening sea wind a basso 
counterpoint. 

“Get in, all of you.” The hefty blonde prodded me with the snout of 
her pistol. 

We marched toward the plane’s hatch. 

“Hey, wait a minute,” Sam said, pulling his sports jacket tight across 



his shivering body. “I’m the guy you want; leave these others out of it. 
Hell, they’d just as soon shoot me as you would.” 

“I said all of you!” the blonde shouted. 

Where was security? They couldn’t be so lax as to allow a plane to 
land on our roof and kidnap us. They had to be coming to our rescue. 
But when? 

I decided to slow us down a bit. As we approached the plane’s 
hatch, I stumbled and went down. 

“Ow!” I yelled. “My ankle!” 

The big blonde wrapped an arm around my waist, hauled me off the 
concrete, and tossed me like a sack of potatoes through the open 
hatch of the plane. I landed on the floor plates with a painful thump. 

Sam jumped up the two-step ladder and knelt beside me. “You OK? 
Are you hurt?” 

I sat up and rubbed my backside. “Just my dignity,” I said. 

Suddenly the whole roof was bathed in brilliant light and we heard 
the powerful throbbing of helicopter engines. 

“YOU ARE SURROUNDED!" roared a bullhorn voice. “THIS IS THE 
POLICE. DROP YOUR WEAPONS AND SURRENDER.” 

I scrambled to the nearest window, Sam pressing close behind me. 
I could see two helicopters hovering near the edge of the roof, 
armored SWAT policemen pointing assault rifles at us. 

“What fun,” Sam muttered. “With just a little luck, we could be in 
the middle of a firelight.” 




HE BLONDE CAME STUMPING 
past us, heading for the cock- 
pit. Greg and Josella were 
pushed into the plane by the 
other three Daughters. The 
last one slammed the hatch 
shut and dogged it down. 



“YOU HAVE THIRTY SEC- 
ONDS TO THROW DOWN YOUR WEAPONS AND 



SURRENDER!” roared the police bullhorn. 

“WE HAVE FOUR HOSTAGES ABOARD, 

INCLUDING SENATOR MEYERS.” The blonde had a bullhorn, too. 
“IF YOU TRY TO STOP US WE WEI SHOOT HER FIRST." 

Sam patted my head. “Lucky lady.” 

They bellowed threats back and forth for what seemed like an eter- 
nity, but finally the police allowed the plane to take off. With us in it 
There were four police helicopters, and they trailed after us as our 
plane lifted off the roof, swivelled its engines to their horizontal posi- 
tion, and then began climbing into the dark night sky. The plane was 
much faster than the choppers; their lights dwindled behind us and 
then got lost altogether in die clouds. 

“The Peacekeepers must be tracking us by radar,” Sam assured me. 
“Probably got satellite sensors watching us too. Jet fighters out there 
someplace, I bet.” 

And then I realized he was speaking to Josella, not me. 

We rode for hours in that plane, Sam jabbering across the aisle to 
Josella while I sat beside him, staling out the window and fuming. 
Greg sat on the window seat beside Josella, but as I could see from 
their reflections in the glass, Sam and Josella had eyes only for each 
other. I went beyond fuming; I would have slugged Sam if we weren’t 
in so much trouble already. 
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although that in itself is bad enough. He’s attacking the very founda- 
tion of western civilization! That wise-assed little bastard is spitting in 
the eye of every God-fearing man, woman, and child in the world!” 

I had never seen Frank so wound up. He sounded like an old-time 
politician yelling from a soapbox. His face got purple and I was afraid 
he’d hyperventilate. I didn’t argue with him; I merely snuggled deeper 
into my armchair and let him rant until he ran out of steam. 

Finally he said, “Well, somebody’s got to stand up for what’s right 
and decent.” 

“I suppose so,” I murmured. 

“I’m assigning one of our young lawyers to act as an amicus curiae 
in your pretrial hearing.” 

“I’m not sure that’s the proper legal term,” I said. 

“Well, whatever!” His face reddened again. “ Somebody’s got to pro- 
tect the Pope’s ass. Might as well be us.” 

I nodded, thinking that if Sam somehow did win his suit against the 
Pope, it would turn the entire insurance industry upside down. Ami- 
cus curiae indeed. 

T he moment I laid eyes on the 

lawyer that Frank sent, I knew 
we’d have nothing but trouble. 

Her name was Josella Ecks, 
and she was a tall, slim, gor- 
; geous black woman with a 

mind as sharp as a laser 
beam. Skin the color of milk 
chocolate. Almond-shaped eyes that I would have 
killed for. Long silky legs, and she didn’t mind wear- 
ing slitted skirts that showed them off cunningly. 

I knew Sam would go ape over her; the little juvenile delinquent 
always let his hormones overpower his brain. 

Sure enough, Sam took one look at her and his eyes started spin- 
ning like the wheels in a slot machine. I felt myself turning seventeen 
shades of green. If Sam had seemed a little jealous of Carlos de Rivera, 

I was positively bilious with envy over Josella Ecks. 

The four of us met ten days before Christmas in my formal office 
in the World Court building in The Hague: Sam, his lawyer Greg 
Molina, the delectable Ms. Ecks, and my plain old self. I settled into 
my desk chair, feeling shabby and miserable in a nubby tweed suit. 
Josella sat between the two men; when she crossed her long legs, her 
slitted skirt fell away, revealing ankle, calf and a lot of thigh. I thought 
I saw steam spout out of Sam’s ears. 

She didn’t seem to effect Greg that way, but then Gregory Molina 
was a married man; married to President de Rivera’s daughter, no less. 

“This pretrial hearing,” I said, trying to put my emotions under some 
semblance of control, “is mandated by the International Court of Jus- 
tice for tire purpose of trying to come to an amicable agreement on 
the matter of Ecuador v. Vatican without the expense and publicity 
of an actual trial.” 

“Fine by me,” Sam said breezily, his eyes still on the young woman 
sitting beside him. “As long as we can get it over with by eleven. I’ve 
gotta catch the midnight Clipper. Gotta be back at Selene City for the 
Christmas festivities.’’ 

I glowered at Sam. Here the future of Christianity was hanging in 
the balance, and he was worried about a Christmas party. 



Greg was more formal. His brows knitting very earnestly, he said, 
“The nation of Ecuador would be veiy much in favor of settling this 
case out of court.” He was looking at me, not Josella “Providing, of 
course, that we can arrive at a reasonable settlement” 

Josella smiled as if she knew more than he did. “Our position is 
that a reasonable settlement would be to throw this case in the trash 
bin, where it belongs.” 

Sam sighed as if someone had told them there is no Santa Claus. “A 
reasonable settlement would be a half billion dollars, U.S.” 

Josella waggled a finger at him. I saw that her nails were done in 
warm pink. “Your suit is without legal basis, Mr. Gunn.” 

“Then why are we here, oh beauteous one?” 

I resisted the urge to crown Sam with the meteoric iron paper- 
weight on my desk. He had given it to me years earlier, and at that par- 
ticular moment, I really wanted to give it back to him— smack 
between his leering eyes. 

Josella was unimpressed. Quite coolly she answered, “We are 
here, Mr. Gunn, because you have entered a frivolous suit against the 
Vatican." 

Greg spoke up. “I assure you, Ms. Ecks, the nation of Ecuador is not 
frivolous.” 

“Perhaps not,” she granted. “But I’m afraid that you’re being led 
down the garden path by this unscrupulous little man.” 

“Little?” A vein in Sam’s forehead started to throb. “Was Napoleon 
little? Was Steinmetz little? Did Neil Armstrong play basketball in 
college?” 

Laughing, Josella said, “I apologize for the personal reference, Mr. 
Gunn. It was unprofessional of me.” 

“Sam." 

“Mr. Gunn,” she repeated. 

“I still want half a bill,” Sam growled. 

“There isn’t that much money in the entire Vatican,” she said. 
“Baloney. They take in a mint and a half.” Sam ticked off on his fin- 
gers, ‘Tourists come by the millions. The Vatican prints its own stamps 
and currency. They’re into banking and money exchange, with no inter- 
nal taxes and no restrictions on importing and exporting foreign cur- 
rencies. Nobody knows how much cash flows through the Vatican, 
but they must have the highest per capita income in the solar system.” 
“And it all goes to funding the Church and helping the poor.” 

“The hell it does! They live like kings in there,” Sam growled. 
“Wait,” I said. “This is getting us nowhere.” 

Ignoring me, Sam went on, “And the Pope has absolute authority 
over all of it He’s got all the executive, legislative, and judicial powers 
in his own hands. He’s an absolute monarch, responsible to nobody!” 
“Except God,” Greg added. 

“Right," Sam said. “The same God who owes me half a billion dollars.” 
I repeated, “This is getting us nowhere.” 

“Perhaps I can set us on a useful course,” Greg said. I nodded hope- 
fully at him. 

Greg laid out Sam’s case, chapter and verse. He spent nearly an 
hour tracing the history of the Petrine theory that is the basis for the 
Pope’s claim to be “the vicar of Christ.” Then he droned on even 
longer about the logic behind holding the Pope responsible for so- 
called acts of God. 

“If we truly believe in a God who is the cause of these acts,” he said, 
with implacable logic, “and we accept the Pope’s claim to be the rep- 
resentative of God on Earth, then we have a firm legal, moral, and 
ethical basis for this suit” 

“God owes me,” Sam muttered. 

“The contract between God and man implied by the Ten Com- 
mandments and the Scriptures,” said Greg, solemnly, “must be 
regarded as a true contract binding on both parties, and holding both 
parties responsible for their misdeeds.” 
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sake. Maintain a decent self-control and don’t go blabbing to the media 
All the parties agreed to that approach. Except Sam. The instant the 
World Court put his suit on its arbitration calendar, Sam went roar- 
ing off to the news people. All of them, from BBC and CNN to the 
sleaziest tabloids and paparazzi. 

Sam was on global television more than the hourly weather reports. 
He pushed Santa Claus out of the headlines. You couldn’t punch up a 
news report on your screen without seeing Sam’s jack-o’-lantern face 
grinning at you. 

“I think that if God gets blamed for accidents and natural disasters, 
the people who claim to represent God ought to be willing to pay the 
damages,” Sam said gleefully, over and again. “It’s only fair.” 

T he media went into an orgy 
of excitement. Interviewers 
doggedly tracked down 

priests, ministers, nuns, 

lamas, imams, mullahs, and 
gurus of every stripe and sect. 
Christmas was all but forgot- 
ten; seven “holiday specials” 
were unceremoniously bumped from the entertain- 
ment networks so they could put on panel discus- 
sions of Sam’s suit against the Pope instead. 

Philosophers became as commonplace on the news as athletes. 
Professors of religion and ethics got to be regulars on talk shows all 
over the world. The Dalai Lama started his own TV series. 

It was a bonanza for lawyers. People everywhere started suing 
God— or the nearest religious establishment. An unemployed 
mechanic in Minnesota sued his local Lutheran Church after he 
slipped on the ice while fishing on a frozen lake. An Englishwoman 
sued the Archbishop of Canterbury when her cat got itself run over 
by a delivery truck. Ford Motor Company sued the Southern Baptists 
because a ship canying electronic parts from Korea sank in a typhoon 
and stopped Ford’s assembly operation in Alabama 
Courts either refused to hear the suits, on the grounds that they 
lacked jurisdiction over You-Know-Who, or held them up pending the 
World Court’s decision. One way or another, Sam was going to set a 
global precedent 

The Pope remained stonily silent. He virtually disappeared from 
the public eye, except for a few ceremonial masses at St Peter’s and 
his regular Sunday blessing of the crowds that he gave from his usual 
balcony. There were even rumors that he wouldn’t say the traditional 
Christmas Eve mass at St. Peter’s. 

He even stopped giving audiences to visitors — after the paparazzi 
and seventeen network reporters infiltrated an audience that was sup- 
posed to be for victims of a flood in the Philippines. Eleven photog- 
raphers and seven Filipinos were arrested after the Swiss Guard 
broke up the scuffle that the news people started. 

The Vatican spokesman was Cardinal Hagerty, a dour-faced Irishman 
with the gift of gab and a veteran of the Curia’s political infighting, who 
stonewalled the media quite effectively by sticking to three points: 
One: Sam’s suit was frivolous. He never mentioned Ecuador at all; 
he always pinpointed the notorious Sam Gunn as the culprit. 

Two: This attempt to denigrate God was sacrilegious and doomed 
to failure. Cardinal Hagerty never said it in so many words, but he 



gave the clear impression that in the good old days, the Church would 
have taken Sam by the scruff of his atheistic little neck and burned 
him at the stake. 

Three: The Vatican simply did not have any money to spend on 
malicious law suits. Every penny in the Vatican treasury went to run- 
ning the Church and helping the poor. 

The uproar was global. All across the world people were being 
treated to “experts” debating the central question of whether or not 
God should be — or could be — held responsible for the disasters that 
are constantly assailing us. 

There were bloody riots in Calcutta after an earthquake killed sev- 
eral hundred people, with the Hindus blaming Allah and the Muslims 
blaming Kali or Rama or any of the other hundreds of Hindu gods and 
goddesses. The Japanese Parliament solemnly declared that the 
emperor, even though revered as divine, was not to be held respon- 
sible for natural disasters. Dozens of evangelist ministers in the U.S. 
damned Sam publicly in their TV broadcasts and as much as said 
that anyone who could stop the little bugger would be a hero in the 
eyes of God. 

“What we need,” yowled one TV evangelist, “is a new Michael the 
Archangel, who will smite this son of Satan with a fiery sword!” 

In Jerusalem, the chief rabbi and grand mufti stunned the world by 
appearing in public side-by-side to castigate Sam and call upon all good 
Jews and Muslims to accept whatever God or Allah sends their way. 

“Humility and acceptance are the hallmarks of the true believers,” 
they jointly told their flocks. 

My sources on the Senate Intelligence Committee told me that the 
chief rabbi added privately, “May He Who Is Nameless remove this 
evil man from our sight.” 

The grand mufti apparently went further. He promised eternal Par- 
adise for anyone who martyred himself assassinating Sam. In a burst 
of modernism he added, “Even if tire assassin is a woman, Paradise 
awaits her.” I thought he must have been either pretty damned furi- 
ous at Sam or pretty damned desperate. 

Officially, the Vatican refused to defend itself. The Pope would not 
even recognize the suit, and tire Curia— which had been at odds with 
the new American Pope — backed him on this issue one hundred per- 
cent. Even though they knew that the World Court could hear the suit 
in their absence and then send in the Peacekeepers to enforce its 
decision, they felt certain that the Court would never send armed 
troops against the Vatican. It would make a pretty picture, our tanks 
and jet bombers against their Swiss Guardsmen. Heat-seeking mis- 
siles against medieval pikes. In St Peter’s, yet 

But the insurance conglomerate that carried the policy for Ecuador 
National Space Systems decided that it would step forward and rep- 
resent the Vatican in the pretrial hearing. 

“We’ve got to put a cork in this bottle right away,” said their presi- 
dent to me. “It’s a disgrace, a shameful disgrace.” 

His name was Frank Banner, and he normally looked cheerful and 
friendly, probably from the days when he was a salesman who made 
his living from sweet-talking corporate officials into multi-million-dol- 
lar insurance policies. We had known each other for years; Frank had 
often testified to Senate committees — and donated generously to 
campaign funds, including mine. 

But now he looked worried. He had flown up to Nashua to see me 
shortly after I returned from Quito. His usual broad smile and easy- 
going manner were gone; he was grim, almost angry. 

“He’s ruining the Christmas season,” Frank grumbled. 

I had to admit that it was hard to work up the usual holiday cheer 
with this lawsuit hanging over us. 

“Look,” he said, as we sipped hot toddies in my living room, “I’ve had 
my run-ins with Sam Gunn in the past, Lord knows, but this time the 
little pisser’s gone too goddamned far. He’s not just attacking the Pope, 
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“It’s more than that,” Sam maintained. “Nobody else claims to be the 
personal representative of God. Only the Pope, among the mqjor reli- 
gious leaders. One of his titles is ‘the vicar of Christ,’ isn’t it?” 

The two men nodded in unison. 

“The Catholics believe that Christ is God, don’t they?” Sam asked. 
They nodded again. 

“And Christ — God Herself— personally made St. Peter His repre- 
sentative here on Earth.” 

More nods. 

“And the Pope is Peter’s descendent, with all the powers and 
responsibilities that Peter had. Right?” 

“Exactly so,” murmured el Presidente. 

“So if we want to sue God, we go to his personal representative, the 
Pope.” Sam gave a self-satisfied nod. 

Only Sam Gunn would think of such a devious, convoluted scheme. 
“We cannot sue the Pope personally,” Molina pointed out, as earnest 
as a missionary, “because he is technically and legally the head of a 
state: the Vatican. A sovereign cannot be sued except by his own con- 
sent; that is ancient legal tradition.” 

“So you want to sue the state he heads,” I said. 

“The Vatican. Yes.” 

“And since an individual or corporation can’t sue a state, the nation 
of Ecuador is entering the suit” 

Sam smiled like a jack-o’-lantern. “Now you’ve got it.” 

T PICKED MY WAY THROUGH THE REST OF 
the dinner in stunned silence. I couldn’t 
believe that Sam would go through 
with something so ridiculous, yet there 
he was sitting next to the president of 
Ecuador and a fervent young lawyer 
who seemed totally intent on hauling 
the Pope before the World Court. 

I wondered if the fact that the present Pope was an 
American— the first U.S. cardinal to be elected 
Pope— had anything to do with the plot hatching 

inside Sam’s shifty, twisted, Machiavellian brain. 

After the servants had cleared off all the dishes and brought a tray 
of liqueur bottles, I finally gathered enough of my wits to say, “There’s 
got to be a way to settle this out of court.” 

“Half a billion would do it,” Sam said. 

He hadn’t touched any of the after-dinner drinks and had only 
sipped at his wine during dinner. So he wasn’t drunk. 

“Half a billion?” 

“A quarter billion in actual losses,” Molina interjected, “and a quar- 
ter billion in punitive damages." 

I almost laughed in his face. “You want to punish God?” 

“Why not?” The look on his face made me wonder what God had 
ever done to him to make him so angry. 

President de Rivera took a silver cigarette case from his heavily 
braided jacket 
“Please don’t smoke,” I said. 

He looked utterly shocked. 

“It’s bad for your lungs and ours,” I added. 

Sighing, he slipped the case back into his pocket “You sound like 
my daughter.” 



“Thank you," I said and made a polite smile for him. 

“Do you think we can settle out of court?” Sam asked. 

“Where’s the Pope going to get half a billion?” I snapped. 

Sam shrugged good-naturedly. “Sell some artwork, maybe?” 

I pushed my chair from the table. Molina and the president shot 
to their feet. De Rivera was closer to me; he held my chair while I 
stood up. 

“Allow me to escort you to your room,” he said. 

“Thank you so much,” I replied. 

Sam, still seated, gave me a suspicious look. But he didn’t move 
from his chair. The president gave me his arm and I placed my hand 
on it, just like we were Cinderella and the prince at the ball. As we 
walked regally out of the dining room, I glanced back at Sam. He was 
positively glowering at me. 

We took an intimately small elevator up two flights. There was 
barely room enough in it for the two of us. De Rivera wasn’t much 
taller than I, but he kept bobbing up on his toes as the elevator inched 
its way up. I wondered if it was some sort of exercise for his legs, 
until I realized that he was peeking down the front of my blouse. I had 
dressed casually. Modestly. And there wasn’t much for him to see 
there anyway. But he kept peeking. 

I took his proffered arm once again as he walked me to my door. 
The wide upstairs corridor was lined with portraits, all men, and fur- 
niture that looked antique and was probably very valuable. 

He opened the door to my suite, but before he could step inside, I 
maneuvered myself into the doorway to block him. 

“Thank you so much for the excellent dinner,” I said, smiling my 
kiss-off smile. 

“I believe you will find an excellent champagne already chilled in 
your sitting room,” said the president. 

I gave him the regretful head shake. “It’s much too late at night for 
me to start drinking champagne.” 

“Ah, but the night is young, my lovely one.” 

Lovely? Me? I was as plain as a pie pan and I knew it But el Presi- 
dente was acting as if I was a ravishing beauty. Did he think he could 
win me over to his side by taking me to bed? I’ve heard of tampering 
with a judge but this was ridiculous. 

“I’m really very tired, Mr. President” 

“Carlos,” he whispered. 

“I’m really very tired, Carlos.” 

“Then it would be best for you to go directly to bed, would it not?” 

I was wondering if I’d have to knee him in the groin when Sam’s 
voice bounced cheerfully down the corridor, “Hey Jill, I just remem- 
bered that there was another so-called act of God that cost us 10 to 
20 mill or so.” 

The president stiffened and stepped back from me. Sam came 
strolling down the corridor with that imp’s grin spread across his 
round face. 

“Lenune tell you about it,” he said. 

“I’m very tired and I’m going to sleep,” I said firmly. “Goodnight, 
Sam. And goodnight, Carlos.” 

As I shut the door, I saw Carlos glaring angrily at Sam. Maybe I’ve 
broken up their alliance, I thought 

Then I realized that Sam had come upstairs to rescue me from Car- 
los. He was jealous! And he cared enough about me to risk his scheme 
against the Pope. 

Maybe he did love me after all. At least a little. 

We tried to settle the mess out of court. And we might have 
done it, too, if it hadn’t been for the other side’s lawyer. And the 
assassins. 

All parties concerned wanted to keep the suit as quiet as possible. 
Dignity. Good manners. We were talking about the Pope, for goodness 
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Court of Justice,’” Sam quoted from the treaty, ‘“whether they are sig- 
natories to this instrument or not.’” 

I knew it as well as he did. “That clause is in there to prevent nations 
from using militaiy force,” I said. 

Sam gave a careless shrug. “Regardless of why it’s in there, it’s there. 
The World Court has jurisdiction over every nation in the world. Even 
the Vatican.” 

“The Vatican didn’t sign the treaty.” 

“Doesn’t matter. The treaty went into effect when two-thirds of the 
membership of the UN signed it," Sam said. “And any nation that 
doesn’t obey it gets the Peacekeepers in their face.” 

“Sam, you can’t sue the Pope!” 

He just gave me his salesman’s grin. “The nation of Ecuador has 
filed suit against the Vatican State. The World Court has to hear the 
case. It’s not just my idea, Jill— it’s the law.” 

The little sonofabitch was right. 

T EXPECTED Sam would invite me to 
dinner. He did, and then some. Sam 
wouldn’t hear of my staying at a hotel; 
he had already arranged for a guest suite 
for me in the Presidential Palace. Which 
gave the he to his supposed surprise 
when I had arrived at his office, of 
course. He knew I was coming. It sort 
of surprised me, though. I wouldn’t have thought that 
he’d want me so close to him. He had always man- 
aged to slip away when I’d pursued him before. This 

time he ensconced me in presidential splendor in the same building 
where he was sleeping. 

I should have been suspicious. I’ve got to admit that, instead, I sort 
of half-thought that maybe Sam was getting tired of running away 
from me. Maybe he wanted me to be near him. 

He did. But for his own reasons, of course. 

When we ate dinner that evening it was with the president of 
Ecuador himself: Carlos Pablo Francisco Esperanza de Rivera He 
was handsome, haughty, and kind of pompous. Wore a military uni- 
form with enough braid to buckle the knees of a Ukranian weight 
lifter. Very distinguished silver hair. A noble profile with a distin- 
guished Castilian nose. 

“It is an extremely serious matter,” he told me, in Harvard-accented 
English. “We do not sue the head of Holy Mother Church for trivial 
reasons.” 

The fourth person at the table was a younger man, Gregory Molina. 
He was dark and intense, the smoldering Latino rebel type. Sam intro- 
duced him as the lawyer who was handling the case for him. 

We sat at a sumptuous table in a small but elegant dining room. 
Crystal chandelier, heavy brocade napkins, damask tablecloth, gold- 
rimmed dishes and tableware of solid silver. Lavish Christmas trim- 
mings on the windows; big holiday bows and red poinsettias deco- 
rating the dining table. 

Ecuador was still considered a poor nation, although as the 
Earthbound anchor of Sam’s space operations there was a lot of 
money flowing in. Most of it must be staying in the Presidential 
Palace, I thought. 

Once the servants had discreetly taken away our fish course and 



deposited racks of roast lamb before us, I said, “The reason I came 
here is to see if tlus matter can be arbitrated without actually going 
to court” 

“Of course!” said el Presidente. “We would like nothing better.” 
Sam cocked a brow. “If we can settle this out of court, fine. I don’t 
really want to sock the Pope if we can avoid it” 

Molina nodded, but his burning eyes told me he’d like nothing bet- 
ter than to get the Pope on the witness stand. 

“I glanced through your petition papers on the flight down here,” 
I said. “I don’t see what your insurance claims have to do with the 
Vatican.” 

Sam put his fork down. “Over the past year and a half, Ecuador 
National Space Systems has suffered three major accidents: A 
booster was struck by lightning during launch operations and 
forced to ditch in the ocean; we were lucky that none of the crew 
was killed.” 

“Why were you launching into stormy weather?” I asked. 

“We weren’t!” Sam placed a hand over his heart, like a little kid 
swearing he was telling the truth. “Launch pad weather was clear as 
a bell. The lightning strike came at altitude, over the Andes, out of an 
empty sky.” 

“A rare phenomenon,” said Molina. “The scientists said it was a 
freak of nature.” 

Sam resumed, “Then four months later, one of our unmanned freight 
carriers was hit by a micrometeor and exploded while it was halfway 
to our lunar mining base. We lost the vehicle and its entire cargo." 
“Seventy million dollars, U.S.,” Molina said. 

President de Rivera’s eyes filled with tears. 

“And just six months ago, a lunar quake collapsed our mine in the 
ringwall of Aristarchus.” 

I hadn’t known that. “Was anyone killed?” 

“The operation was pretty much automated. A couple technicians 
were iqjured,” Sam said. “But we lost three mining robots.” 

“At 16 million dollars apiece,” Molina added. 

The president dabbed at his eyes with his napkin. 

“I don’t see what any of this has to do with the Vatican,” I said. 

The comers of Sam’s mouth turned down. “Our mother-loving 
insurance carrier refused to cover any of those losses. Claimed they 
were all acts of God, not covered by our accident policy." 

I hadn’t drunk any of the wine in the crystal goblet before me, so 
there was no reason for me to be slow on the uptake. Yet I didn’t see 
the association with the Vatican. 

“Insurance policies always have an Acts of God clause,” I said. 
“OK,” Sam said, dead-serious. “So if our losses were God’s fault, 
how do we get Him to pay what He owes us?” 

“Him?” I challenged. 

“Her," Sam snapped back. “It. Them. I don’t care.” 

President de Rivera steepled his long, lean fingers before his lips 
and said, “For the purposes of our discussion, and in keeping with 
ancient tradition, let us agree to refer to God as Him.” And he smiled 
his handsome smile at me. 

“OK,” I said, wondering how much he meant by that smile. “We’ll 
call Her Him.” 

Molina snickered and Sam grinned. El Presidente looked puzzled; 
either he didn’t appreciate my humor or he didn’t understand it. 

Sam got back to his point. “If God’s responsible for our losses, then 
we want to get God to pay for them. That’s only fair.” 

“It’s silly,” I said. “How are you—” 

Sam’s sudden grin cut me off. “The Pope is considered to be God’s 
personal representative on Earth, isn’t he?” 

“Only by the Roman Catholics.” 

“Of which there are more than 1 billion in the world,” Molina said. 
“The largest religion on Earth,” said the president 
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the panicky look on Sam’s Huck Finn face when I would bring up the 
subject of marriage. 

“Aw, come on, Jill,” he would say. “I’d make a lousy husband. I like 
women too much to marry one of ’em.” 

I would smile my most Sphinxlike smile and softly reply, “You’re not 
getting any younger, Sam. You need a good woman to look after you.” 
And he’d arrange to disappear. I swear, his first expedition out to 
the asteroid belt was as much to get away from me as to find aster- 
oids for mining. He came close to getting himself killed then, but he 
created the new industry of asteroid mining— and just about wiped 
out the metals and minerals markets in most of the resource-export- 
ing nations on Earth. That didn’t win him any friends, especially 
among the governments of those nations and the multinational cor- 
porations that fed off them. 

I still had connections in the Senate’s Intelligence Committee in 
those days, and I knew that at least three Southern Hemisphere 
nations had put out contracts on Sam’s life. To say nothing of the big 
multinationals. It was my warnings that saved his scrawny little neck. 

Sam lost the fortune he made on asteroid mining, of course. He’d 
made and lost fortunes before that, it was nothing new to him. He just 
went into other business lines; you couldn’t keep him down for long. 

He was running a space freight operation when he sued the Pope. 
And the little sonofagun knew that I’d be on the International Court 
of Justice panel that heard his suit. 

fi ^ enator Meyers, may I have a word 
with you?” My Swedish secretary 
ykk looked very upset. He was always 
. very formal, always addressed me by 
• xSi ' my old honorific, the way a governor 
1 1 of a state would be called “Gover- 
nor” even if he’s long retired or in jail 
or whatever. 

“What’s the matter, Hendrick?” I asked him. 
Hendrick was in his office in The Hague, where the 
World Court is headquartered. I was alone in my 

house in Nashua, sipping at a cup of hot chocolate and watching the 
winter’s first snow sifting through the big old maples on my front 
lawn, thinking that we were going to have a white Christmas 
despite the greenhouse warming. Until Hendrick’s call came 
through, that is. Then I had to look at his distressed face on my 
wall display screen. 

“We have a very unusual...situation here,” said Hendrick, struggling 
to keep himself calm. “The chief magistrate has asked me to call you.” 
From the look on Hendrick’s face, I thought somebody must be 
threatening to unleash nuclear war, at least. 

“A certain...person,” Hendrick said, with conspicuous distaste, “has 
entered a suit against the Vatican.” 

“The Vatican!” I nearly dropped my hot chocolate. “What’s the basis 
of the suit? Who’s entering it?” 

“The basis is apparently over some insurance claims. The litigant 
is an American citizen acting on behalf of the nation of Ecuador. His 
name is,” Hendrick looked down to read from a document that I could 
not see on the screen, “Samuel S. Gunn, Esquire.” 

“Sam Gunn?” I did drop the cup; hot chocolate all over my white 
corduroy slacks and the hooked rug my great-grandmother had made. 



Sam was operating out of Ecuador in those days. Had himself a 
handsome suite of offices in the Presidential Palace, no less. I drove 
through the slippery snow to Boston and took the first Clipper out; 
had to use my ex-senatorial and World Court leverage to get a seat 
amidst all the jovial holiday travelers. 

I arrived in Quito half an hour later. Getting through customs with my 
one hastily packed travel bag took longer than the flight At least Boston 
and Quito are in the same time zone; I didn’t have to battle jet lag. 

“Jill!” Sam smiled when I swept into his office, but the smile looked 
artificial to me. “What brings you down here?” 

People say Sam and I look enough alike to be siblings. Neither Sam 
nor I believe it. He’s short, is getting pudgy, and keeps his rusty-red 
hair cropped short. He has shifty eyes, if you ask me. Mine are a steady 
brown. I’m just about his height and the shape of my face is sort of 
round, more or less like his. We both have a sprinkle of freckles across 
our noses. But there all resemblance — physical and otherwise — ends. 

“You know damned well what brings me down here,” I snapped, 
tossing my travel bag on one chair and plopping myself in the other, 
right in front of his desk. 

Sam had gotten to his feet and started around the desk, but one 
look at the blood in my eye and he retreated back to his own swivel 
chair. He had built a kind of platform behind the desk to make him- 
self seem taller than he really was. 

He put on his innocent little boy face. “Honest, Jill, I haven’t the 
foggiest idea of why you’re here. Christmas vacation?” 

“Don’t be absurd.” 

“You didn’t bring a justice of the peace with you, did you?” 

I had to laugh. Every time I asked myself why in the ever-loving 
blue-eyed world I wanted to marry Sam Gunn, the answer always 
came down to that. Sam made me laugh. After a life of grueling work 
as an astronaut and then the tensions and power trips of Washington 
politics, Sam was the one man in the world who could make me see 
the funny side of everything. Even when he was driving me to dis- 
traction, we both had grins on our faces. 

“I should have brought a shotgun,” I said, trying to get serious. 
“You wouldn’t do that," he said, with that impish grin of his. Then 
he added a worried, “Would you?” 

“Where did you get the bright idea of suing the Vatican?” 

“Oh, that!” Sam visibly relaxed, eased back in his chair and swiveled 
around from side to side a little. 

“Yes, that,” I snapped. “What kind of a brain-dead nincompoop idea 
is that?” 

“Nincompoop?” He looked almost insulted. “Been a long time since 
I heard that one." 

“What’s going on, Sam? You know a private citizen can’t sue a sov- 
ereign state.” 

“Sure I know that. I’m not suing the Vatican. The sovereign nation 
of Ecuador is suing. I’m merely acting as their representative, in my 
position as CEO of Ecuador National Space Systems." 

I sank back in my chair, thinking fast “The Vatican isn’t a party to 
the International Court of Justice’s protocols. Your suit is null and 
void, no matter who the plaintiff may be.” 

“Christ, Jill, you sound like a lawyer.” 

“You can’t sue the Vatican.” 

Sam sighed and reached out one hand toward the keyboard on his 
desk. He tapped at it with one finger, then pointed to the display 
screen on the wall. 

The screen filled with print, all legalese of the densest kind. But I 
recognized it. The Treaty of Katmandu, the one that ended the three- 
way biowar between India, China, and Pakistan. The treaty that estab- 
lished the International Peacekeeping Force and gave it global manda- 
tory powers. 

‘“All nations are required to submit grievances to the International 



Sam Gunn’s space disasters were costing Mm millions, so he decided 
to appeal to a Higher Authority. 
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HO ELSE BUT SAM GUNN WOULD SUE THE POPE? 

I’d known Sam since we were both astro- 
nauts with NASA, riding the old shuttle to the 
original Mac Dac Shack — but sue the Pope? 
That’s Sam. 

At first I thought it was a joke, or at least a 
grandstand stunt. Then I began to figure that it 
was just the latest of Sam’s ploys to avoid mar- 
rying me. I’d been chasing him for years, subtly at first, but once I’d retired 
from the Senate, quite openly. 

It got to be a game that we both enjoyed. At least, I did. It was fun to see 
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miliar books worth tracking down (or avoid- 
ing). An author index allows the reader to 
browse a given writer’s complete output. This 
second edition contains over 40,000 words of 
new material, in addition to significant revi- 
sion of the original entries. A valuable addi- 
tion to any SF fan’s critical library. 

■ Comic books are science fiction, as any 
look at the superpowers, gadgets, and crea- 
tures will tell. Any study of the creators 
behind the comics turns out to be a history of 
SF as well, as Mike Benton’s Masters of Imag- 
ination: The Comic Book Artists Hall of 
Fame (Taylor Publishing Company, full color, 
hardcover, $29.95) ably proves. Benton pro- 
vides the background history for thirteen 
comic book creators who have been elected 
to either the Jack Kirby or Will Eisner Halls 
of Fame. 

Well-researched and heavily illustrated, we 
can easily see how these talents earned their 



places there, and why SF fans should be pay- 
ing attention. Over fifty years ago, Joe Schus- 
ter, along with writer Jerry Seigel, created 
what is still the most famous alien of our 
time — Superman. Wally Wood defined the 
look of science fiction comic in the ’50s, in 
the pages of EC’s Weird Science and Weird 
Fantasy, not only with his serious work but 
with his SF spoofs such as “Flesh Garden." 
Basil Wolverton’s Spacehawk was almost a 
textbook lesson in how to create bizarre land- 
scapes and alien life forms. And Jack “King” 
Kirby revolutionized the comic book world 
with his SF creations The X-men and The 
Fantastic Four for Marvel and his New Gods 
universe for DC. Also included are Harvey 
Kurtzman, Bernard Krigstein and other cre- 
ators. This is a lush volume that is an inad- 
vertent tribute to the closely entwined worlds 
of comics and SF. 

■ Theodore Sturgeon has become a kind of 
patron saint of SF short story writers. His fic- 
tion demonstrated a love of humanity and 
understanding of human emotion unparal- 
leled in the field. His award-winning stories 



dared to break the taboos of the field long 
before the New Wave tore down the walls. At 
the time of his death in 1985, no short story 
writer was held in so high a regard. Today, 
however, anyone wanting to read Sturgeon 
would have to haunt used bookstores, for he 
is out of print. Paul Williams, the editor of 'The 
Ultimate Egoist: Volume I, the Complete 
Short Stories of Theodore Sturgeon (North 
Atlantic Books, hardcover, 386 pages, $25.00) 
is determined to right this wrong. Contained 
in this volume is all of Sturgeon’s early work, 
some never before published in book form. 
More than just an illustration of the formative 
years of a genius-to-be, you will witness bril- 
liant flashes of lightning, with classics such 
as the horrifying “Bianca’s Hands,” the semi- 
nal “It,” the witty title stoiy, and many com- 
passionate and well-crafted tales. The book 
also contains introductions by Arthur C. 
Clarke, Ray Bradbuiy, and Gene Wolfe, as 
well as dozens of pages of notes on how each 
of the stories came to be. This is a project that 
deserves the support of all fans of SF and of 
fine writing. □ 



Dinosaurs, cosmic beans and mutant kangaroos run wild! 



T he reports of the extinction of 
the dinosaurs have apparently been 
greatly exaggerated, because they 
are alive and well, particularly in 
the comics. Jurassic Park Annual HI (48 
full color pages, $3.95) is the Topps comic 
book company’s continuation of Steve 
Spielberg’s saga, featuring two different 
tales of reptile terror. The first of the sto- 
ries, “Death Lizards,” a twenty-two page 
tale detailing the escape of a herd of 
dilophosaurs to the mainland, features an 
additional SF connection in that it was 
scripted by Neil Barrett, Jr., who has been 
publishing SF since the ’60s, including the 
novels Through Darkest Amenca and 
Daum’s Uncertain Light. The other stoiy, 
“Sneakers,” takes place prior to the events 
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in the film and explains exactly why the 
dinosaur theme park project was running 
behind schedule in the first place. Cover art 
is by cult favorite Michael Golden. 

One of the most surreal comic books ever 
published was Tales of the Beanworld, 
which appeared a decade ago as a self-pub- 
lishing venture by creator Larry Marder. Its 
odd heroes brought a new mythology to 
comics, and the adventures of Mr. Spook 
and the Chow Sol’jer Army quickly became 
an underground favorite. In fact, Scott 
McCloud, author of Understanding Comics, 
considers one of the stories from the origi- 
nal series— 1 “Beanish Breaks Out”— to be 
one of the greatest comic book stories of all 
time. Marder, who has since moved on to 
other projects (he is currently the executive 




Andy Piitchett's zany art for Tank Girl. 



editor of Image Comics) recently announced 
that the Beans are back. Larry Marder’s 
Beanworld: Book One (Beanworld Press, 
trade paperback, 128 pages, $9.95) reprints 
the first four hard-to-find issues of the orig- 
inal series, along with an afterword explain- 
ing how the Beanworld came to be. 
Marder’s original series was ahead of its 
time. Perhaps we’ve finally caught up. 

Welcome to a desert landscape populated 
by big guns, a water-hungry corporate 
pirate, and a mutant kangaroo. From comic 
book to movie and then back to comic 
again, such is the path followed by Tank 
Gul (Vertigo, 64 pages, $5.95). The original 
riot girl began as a cult comic book pub- 
lished in the United Kingdom, and has just 
hit the screen, where she is being played by 
Lori Petty. Now, crazier than Mad Max, 
more trigger-happy than Judge Dredd, 
wilder than Lobo, and more unpredictable 
than the Mask, she is reborn in the official 
movie adaptation, by writer Peter Milligan 
and artist Andy Pritchett. John Bolton pro- 
vides a wrap-around cover which sets the 



tone for this bizarre post-apocalyptic tale. 

The collectible card game that revolu- 
tionized gaming is now invading the world 
of comics. Magic: The Gathenng brings its 
rich fantasy world to life with two different 
monthly series. The Shadow Mage (Acclaim, 
$2.50) begins the story of Jared, a young boy 
who has spent his life being trained to take 
vengeance on the Planewalker, an 
immensely powerful being who slew his 
father. Ice Age is set in the world of Dominia, 
back when glaciers and snow covered most 
of the world. Both books have been written 
by Jeff Gomez, with Val Mayerik and 
Charles Vess handling the art chores. Details 
from the highly popular gaming system will 
be incorporated into both sets of storylines, 
and each issue will contain columns 
explaining how the spells and characters 
from tire cards have been used in the plots. 
Check out future issues for limited edition 
Magic cards not available elsewhere. 

Mike Baron and Steve Rude have won an 
Eisner Award for their work on the tortured 
hero known as Nexus, a spacefaring judge, 
jury, and executioner, who holds tire power 
to destroy the universe, but also has the 
compassion to save it. After too long an 
absence, they are back, with Nexus: Wages 
of Sin HI Park Horse, $2.95), the first chap- 
ter of a four issue miniseries. Nexus has 
been cured of the nightmares that always 
led him to evildoers, but in exchange for 
that freedom, he has agreed to seek out and 
execute mass murderers on Iris own. This is 
an excellent stalling point for readers new 
to the series, as this first issue neatly intro- 
duces Nexus, his home world, and his sup- 
porting cast of characters. 
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Forever 

_Down The 

Ringing 

Grooves 

Jack Lackstrum was humanity’s chosen representative to make First Contact with the aliens. 
The Transtellars, however, have their own ideas. 



BY MARK RICH 
Illustration by Ken Graning 



“Let the great world spin forever down 
the ringing grooves of change. ” 

—Tennyson 

WISTING IN THE WIND, 
the leaves of his past 
ripped from their bind- 
ing and flew uncontrol- 
lably as the vortex 
whipped them round 
and around: a whirl- 
wind — 

Jack Lackstrum, 
freshly returned from a 
disastrous (“Jack, Jack, it’s too late !”) fifteen 
months in Earth orbit, muscles jumping with 
spasms and twinges at the flush of bone-main- 
tenance drugs in his system, legs stiff with sup- 
port struts, his head spinning at the promised 
reunion with Enuna and yet even more — how 
could anything be more? — but yes, more at the 
utter failure of his mission, the sinkhole of 
ambition that threatened to suck everything 
into a depressive and maddeningly starless pit: 
for the First Contact had happened and it had 



happened not in space as anticipated, not in 
space where Jack had perched in triumph, sit- 
ting poised at the highest and brightest moment 
of his career; no, not there, but on Earth! 

On Earth. His future, the fulfillment of the 
Peace Platform, the months of preparation, the 
extended sessions in free-fall, the sickness, the 
waiting, the silence: it all fell spinning, spinning, 
down to Earth, to Emma, to First Contact in a 
place of air, dirt, sights, sounds, and the pulling 
weight of memories. 

Fifteen months had felt like a lifetime. A 
futile lifetime. Jack stepped off the hurry-walk. 
“Which way from here?” he said to the bliuTy, 
fading in-again, out-again image of the steward 
at the intersection of passageways. 

“Passage Five-B, Dr. Lackstrum,” said the 
ghostly figure, swaying in a filmy suit of noon- 
sky blue and sailboat white, buffeted by insen- 
sible electronic breezes. 

Jack looked back from the new hurry-walk 
as he shot along the corridor. The steward 
winked away. 

Hadn’t attendants and stewards appeared in 
peison little more than a year and a half ago? 





Did memory fail him? No! 

Moreover, he remembered human medics. Minutes ago, the com- 
bination of a holographic projection of a doctor a hundred miles dis- 
tant and an intelligent machine here in the newly designated Recep- 
tion Center fitted him for his leg supports. The machine creaked back 
and forth like a praying mantis, trying to find the right adjustment so 
the stmts spread outward enough to keep from pinching his calves 
or inhibiting his knees. The supports needed to stay on for a day or 
two, the doctor said. Then he could take them off. If he had followed 
the new cal-mag maintenance programs he might not have needed to 
even wear stmts for these few days. But Jack had stalled his stint in 
space with the standard maintenance regimen, the old one, already 
outdated: so he returned to Earth with weak muscles and joints and 
wore struts like naked bones outside his legs. Wide trouser-legs 
lightly hissed against each other as he walked. Glancing down he 
thought of the sailors’ pants of a previous cen- 
tury. 

The waiting, the planning, the rehearsals 
and debates and auxiliary plans, the expendi- 
ture of 18 billion count-them-all dollars— and 
all for this: to hurry down whining speedways, 
creaky in his shiny skeleton, feeling aged in 
his failure and yet breathless in anticipation. 

Breathless, because the time had arrived to 
meet them. The time had arrived, and he, Jack 
Lackstmm, the representative of humanity, the 
supposed genius who interpreted tire incom- 
ing signals from the Perseids correctly — 

He, Jack, who had failed at First Contact, 
would belatedly meet them. Tire Transtellars. 

The Transtellars made contact with others 
first, skipping him entirely. They bypassed tire 
intended reception area without a sign, 
retunring not one of the messages tire Peace 
Platform sent in the direction of their 
approach. 

They appeared on Earth, unexpectedly, and 
made First Contact with the first human they 
met. A college girl. 

A college girl— skinny, scraggly-haired, an 
econ major without an ounce of language 
training! After her, the Transtellars met a 
dozen others — 

Then dozens of people, crowds of them, 
while Dr. Jack Lackstmnr, no longer First 
Human of First Contact, erstwhile official representative of the 
human race, scrambled Earthward to make his belated rendezvous. 

Worst of all, news arrived almost immediately that the Transtellars 
achieved what Jack thought impossible. He had banked on its impos- 
sibility. Had staked his career on it. Oblivious to his discomfort, the 
Transtellars somehow established rapport with the college girl, and 
with everyone after the college girl in rapid succession. They made 
quick and easy contact with everyone they approached: they com- 
municated. 

Jack had spent billions and wasted months only to lose the job he 
felt liis entire life pointed toward. He had worked, sweated and, most 
of all, imagined in ways no one else had, solely to reach this unimag- 
inable goal. When the actual opportunity arrived, to communicate in 
a nonhuman language with aliens — 

Who needed an inteipreter when anyone could speak the lan- 
guage? That seemed to be the case. Barriers fell down when the 
Transtellars approached. They communicated. However it was done, 
they did it. They communicated instantly and well. 

The hurry-walk whined higher as it neared his destination, then 
slowed with a sigh. It deposited him neatly at the end. 

“Welcome, Dr. Lackstrum,” said the wavering steward at the end, 
a woman this time. The distortion of the image rendered crooked her 
smile of greeting. 

Beside her Jack saw a pillarlike shape, large and imposing, that he 
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at first failed to interpret, till a dull seized him. 

A Transtellar. 

A COLUMNIST FROM CLEVELAND FIRST NAMED THEM. THE NEXT DAY 
newscasters in San Francisco, Atlanta and Buffalo picked up on the 
tag or arrived at it independently: the Transtellars. In another day a 
dozen news offices used it; by the end of the week, after the release 
of the full message from the Perseids, the English-speaking world 
adopted the name to the point that tabloids used it, even though the 
usual word, aliens, better fit their headline space. 

Jack Lackstrum had felt a twinge of resentment at its swift rise to 
prominence, even if it did comfort him that the shorter, less sympa- 
thetic term fell out of favor for tire xenophobia would be less, with 
tire new term. His own suggestion, the Perseidae, sank without notice 
even within scientific circles. 

Jack stared at the shuddering hologram of 
the Transtellar. Shorter than Jack but. taller 
than the woman at its side, the being pos- 
sessed no definable head, unless a seemingly 
random set of protuberances at the middle 
upper part of its body included the usual sen- 
sory organs of a cephalon. He picked out slits 
and creases in the roughly columnar shape 
and tried to guess which indicated the pres- 
ence of limbs or other portions of anatomy, 
and which indicated simply folds in the skin. 

The strangeness of the shape proved too 
much. Nothing about it rang a bell with him, 
biologically. He had studied some of the odd- 
ities that had arisen in Earth’s histoiy, in antic- 
ipation of hying to decipher whatever strange 
shapes the Transtellars might take. Those odd 
shapes, past and present — conularids, ony- 
chophorans, tube-worms, trilobites, 
eurypterids, coelenterates and bryozoa — 
gave him no basis of comparison with this. 

The features flickered and grew dim. The 
door beyond slid open as the holograms dis- 
sipated. “Come on in,” said a short woman. 
Jack felt relief at seeing no Transtellar beside 
her, then astonishment at his own reaction. 
He? Xenophobic? 

“Thank you,” he said, trying to sound 
relaxed. He felt as though a massive hand 
clenched his gut. 

“Have a pleasant arrival?” she said, her head held back as if trying 
to estimate him, or to penetrate his thoughts. Something in her gaze 
left him imeasy. 

“Very pleasant— though surprising. Things have— changed," he 
said. He shook his head. “So much, and so fast! I was only gone little 
more than a year! But you must know all about that. Things happen 
quickly. Especially around here, I’m sure.” 

She half-smiled. “Yes. Quickly.” She indicated the hall behind her 
with a twitch of her head. “Shall we?” 

Put off by her brusqueness, he straightened. He reminded himself 
of Iris own identity: Jack Lackstmm. First Human. Official rep. of the 
human race. Laughable though it sounded, he knew the honor must 
still cany some weight here. He remained the human chosen for First 
Contact. Even arriving late he remained that. The elected one. 

She turned and led the way, not waiting for his response. 

He tried not to stare and to hide his bafflement at the same 
time. Bafflement with her, and with himself. 

I know this woman yet I don’t. What the hell ? 

He sat in the hard chair across a desk from Dr. Beatrice Mardi and 
internally probed his reactions. He and Beatrice had worked together 
in the twenties on theoretical prototypes for Hie Peace Platform, a 
baker’s dozen of scenarios for human-alien First Contact should it 
happen to be initiated by the aliens. Signals detected from several 



Beside her 
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first failed to 
interpret, till a 
chill seized him. 
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sectors of the galaxy, some ambiguous and others less so, had made 
the development of an official response program advisable. At least 
he and Dr. Mardi had so argued. The reception of the Transtellar 
transmission — and the translation thereof, and its attendant mean- 
ing-proved their point. 

When the time came, Dr. Mardi had opted against in-person work 
on the Peace Platform— Dr. Lackstrum’s personal favorite among 
the scenarios, his pet proposal very nearly, and the one which won 
final funding. 

Now she sat in the director’s desk as head of the Earth-bound 
Reception Center. Not only did she sit there, but she stood ahead of 
Jack Lackstrum by several dozen people in that now-unalterable ros- 
ter of people who had already done what he had intended to do 
before anyone. 

What had changed about her? He wrestled with the question. She 
appeared the same. Nothing physically looked altered, beyond the 
minor effects of having gained a year since they last faced each other. 
He himself probably looked far more different than she, since his 
musculature and fat still reflected some low-weight environmental 
effects. He must look more strange to her, he thought— puffy face, 
thin legs, and his damned exoskeleton. 

Something inside her had changed, however. He knew it with cer- 
tainty. Whatever oddity he had sensed in the steward who led him 
here made itself felt full strength here in Dr. Mardi. He gazed on a dif- 
ferent woman. 

Had professional jealousy arisen? Was Beatrice threatened by his 
presence and his return to Earth? Now that she headed the program, 
did she fear he would try to regain leadership? 

He sat upright in his chair, breathed deeply, and sorted through the 
information she gave him, much of which he already knew. He knew 
about the girl and the details of First Contact, about many of the o til- 
ers who had met the Transtellars and their reactions, and about Dr. 
Mardi’s own experience. 

“But about the Transtellars themselves," Jack said. “What about 
them? You haven’t really given any details — and that’s what’s most 
lacking in the reports I’ve seen. Especially about the communication. 
You know that’s what I’m interested in. But no one’s putting down any 
real details. I’d really like to know.” 

She regarded him with that puzzling look he found himself unable 
to nail down. He felt as though she stood kilometers away from him. 
“Jack,” she said. “Don’t expect me to tell you. The best way is to meet 
them. That’s the next step anyway. More talking won’t help. Espe- 
cially since I see we don’t have much more time to do it in, today.” 

“We don’t?" 

“I have a note here about your schedule. Tomorrow you’ll have 
more time. But today— it’s from Dr. Noaz. You’re meeting with her at 
six. Dinner, I suppose.” 

She made a question-mark with her eyebrows, although an incuri- 
ous one. Beatrice knew about the unformalized split between Jack 
Lackstrum and Emma Noaz, having been working closely with Jack 
while things were falling apart for the pair. She would even have 
known of the resumption of communication between them, the ini- 
tially intermittent and latterly more pressing communications 
between Earth and space. A rapprochement looked to be in the 
works. Maybe the failure of the Peace Platform helped, in some ironic 
way. Emma had nearly said as much. It brought him down a notch. 

“Proud, unbendable Jack,” she said, “God, do I ever know that man! 
Well, maybe that proud, unbendable bastard will finally bend, and 
maybe I won’t flunk he’s a bastard anymore. Let’s talk, hey?” 

They would, tonight, soon. “But we have time enough yet?" Jack 
said, picking up the thought 

“Time enough,” said Dr. Mardi. 

Inscrutable. He realized that adjective fit; yet even that word, with 
all its negative freight, fell short of what he wanted to say. How to 
describe it? He felt as though Dr. Mardi had become the alien, putting 
Jack in the place of the human trying to communicate, trying to 
understand, trying to reach a point where he could interpret for her. 
He felt a bolt of excitement, thinking of it: First Contact. 

“What number am I?” he said. 



“What number? You mean which one are you to meet the Transtel- 
lars?” 

“Yes,” he said, biting his lip against his will. 

“Two hundred and thirteenth. Last I knew.” 

His eyes widened. “That many? Before me?” He fought down the 
eruption of indignation. 

Her program, he reminded himself. He had entered Dr. Mardi’s ter- 
ritory. Tire Transtellars had swept matters efficiently out from under 
him. The Peace Platform and its director no longer mattered. Recep- 
tion Center did. 

“That’s not so many, considering," she said. “Think of a universe of 
beings, a whole universe if you can conceive of it at all, Jack, and 
then think of how — ” She stopped, her lips clamping down as if in 
sudden realization. 

Looking at her he saw a glimpse of that realization. She had real- 
ized he would not understand. She thought she saw something he 
did not, or would not. 

He wondered if he had transformed into a transplanetary being 
Irimself, a creature from outer space, to be sitting here and feeling like 
such an alien in this place. 

W HEN YOU FIRST REACH A PUCE YOU HAVE 
never seen before, you lack words for it, 
Jack thought: for you leap to comparisons 
you know to be inadequate. A wall 
reminds you of a schoolyard twenty-five 
years in the past, a tree recalls a walk on 
a misty evening during a woodland stroll 
with some misbegotten half-romance, and 
was it as a child or later on as a teenager and even more stupid than 
as a child— and then a row of stones at the curb, or beside tire path, 
is reminiscent of a time only five years ago, calling forth a quavering 
sadness, or a joy; and those people over there, they recalL.and you 
see what they are, all the resemblances and comparisons: reminders 
only, not true means of describing; evocations and not essences. 

To describe the new: one of the perennial difficulties. To describe 
the utterly new, however A tangle and a torment, a whirl and a wind- 
ing-down to another world, a new world — 

And a spinning into himself, images of Jack thrown upon Jack 
thrown into and out of Jack, over Jack, through Jack... 

And whole worlds spun themselves from silk, or from dry straw, 
or from the fragmenting char at the end of the incense stick: or not 
even worlds but the diffuse evidences of worlds, their tastes and lin- 
gering scents— 

...And a spinning out: Jack thrown free, exposed, alone, Jack him- 
self, just Jack. 

A place within and also between— 

Yet he had touched it — 

Or it had touched him — 

To describe the utterly new: impossible. 

And they stood silently regarding one another in the opposite sides 
of the room, he, Jack, another human proffered for Contact, and it, 
Sneeda-ahan, Transtellar. 

Is this why I am such a good transla tor, he wondered to himself. 
He put tilings to words. He heard a concept in one language: and if the 
language was one he knew well, he could take the concept and render 
it anew in another. In a sense he could see meaning: for it took that, 
tiie vision that probed beneath language, to translate well— at least in 
tiie way he had always longed to translate, had long hoped to translate. 

This experience, however, he could frame in neither words nor 
concepts. Even as it happened he found himself making tiie effort: he 
wanted to be able to describe it. The experience itself had the effect 
of language on him, for it changed him, his perceptions, his under- 
standing. Yet he hardly knew how to express it in another language, 
even in English to another English-speaker. 

The Transtellar stood taller than he remembered from the holo- 
gram image, its body reaching to nearly the ceiling of the room in 
which they stood. In color it varied from side to side and from base 
to pinnacle. He still could determine no particular head region, 
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although he could see more clearly now a group of protuberances in 
its middle right-hand side. It stood on two limbs, pressed closely 
enough together to look superficially like the base of a column. The 
pad of its left-side foot covered more area than the other. The upper 
part of the column Jack could now see to be comprised of limbs 
which rose and then hung over, bent forward against themselves by 
some extraordinarily flexible jointing system at the top. 

Noting these aspects, he recognized a modified bilateral symmetry 
in tire Transtellar. A few Earth creatures showed this fomr. Clams, the 
Pelecypoda, shelled mollusks bilaterally symmetrical through the 
hinge, included oysters, which approached apparent asymmetry due 
to their unusual life-habit of attachment to tire substrate, so that one 
valve grew inequally with respect to the other. They lacked symme- 
try, while in an ideal sense they possessed it, being clams. Similarly 
other clams, especially some from the Cretaceous, modified then- 
underlying symmetry— for instance the snail-like Exogyra or tooth- 
like Alectryonia or, oddest of all, the Rudistids which looked like 
horn corals, growing in vast reefs to rival those of corals. Among ver- 
tebrates, flounders managed a like trick. Jack liked to think of the 
flounder as a cubist fish, pulling a stunt a la Picasso, who liked to flat- 
ten a beast’s head to a plane and bring both eyes to one side, achiev- 
ing the illusion of seeing all around the animal. 

Jack tried to picture a human standing by putting all weight on one 
hand and one foot, while tire other hand and foot stuck straight up 
in the air an absurd image. However, tire Transtellar, essentially doing 
that very tiring, managed it with delicacy and grace. It looked natural 
in its poise, unstrained, relaxed, watchful— and communicative. 

That last made tire experience extraordinary. Tire being’s appear- 
ance had nothing to do with it. The communication surpassed all. 

Jack, a voice said as if within his head, and yet at the same time 
within his sight, or in his ears. Jack, it said, while not saying precisely 
“Jack” but stimulating whatever center in his nrind registered 
acknowledgement of a certain kind, recognition of hinrself, and not 
of all of hinrself but this particular part, the sound of a first name pro- 
nounced and accepted in the terms of its pronouncement: friendly 
and open, given and taken. 

Jack, Lackstmm, we will now talk. 

Talk? Could it be talking, such encompassing fullness of sensa- 
tion— not sensation but thinking — or not thinking but communally 
shared under-standing, active understanding? 

We will. So Welcome. Thank you for' being here. Thank you for 
alloiving our being here. We will talk? Yes? Good. We will talk. 
Think, think your words — see them, make them real — and then we 
will talk. I will hear and see, and you will hear and see, and we will 
make this beginning. We are bridging more than simply space in 
our visit here, and in your visit to this room. I am Sneeda-alian. 
You are Jack Lackstmm. We are two, being one. 

Jack knew what was happening despite its novelty. The knowledge 
may have arrived with the communication. He had no way of telling. 
He simply knew: the Transtellar had the means for reaching figura- 
tively into Jack’s head, by affecting tire optic nerve directly. It painted 
there words, making them as strong as an imagined voice speaking 
visually— as quietly and as loudly as the interlocutor in an imagined 
conversation, in internal dialogue. 

Sneeda-aharr somehow made him think the communication. Jack 
spoke back first with real words, then imagined words, framing 
phrases in his nrind. Then he began attempting to communicate 
nexuses of comprehension, direct and whole. 

Yet viscerally it felt as though a waterspout stalled in tire center of 
Iris brain and shot out, enveloping tire Transtellar and splashing back, 
droplets of his own perspective and understanding spattering him, 
mixed with the tastes and scents of understanding from a being 
removed from him ( The distance between us, Sneeda-alian, is all 
distance or none?) by evolutionary lineage, by a cultural heritage 
entirely distant, by a physical provenance removed from him by light 
year upon light year. 

Yet they talked, each second passing by (Jack, if you believe in the 
primacy of deep structure, what then is your self? Who is Jack?) 
with exhilaration and exhaustion (My mind, my mind...). 



Then ceased (Even thoughts must heal, Jack.) as if by common 
agreement. 

Sneeda-alrair twitched, split at tire seams (It is as with all meet- 
ings: we must, part to allow time to grow closer), and withdrew from 
tire room. 

Jack felt arms on his hands encouraging him to likewise withdraw. 
He made no resistance. 

Farewell. 

Proud bastard, yes: he knew that about hinrself. He never accepted 
help if he had any voice in the matter. 

Yet he accepted help. 

Farewell to proud bastard Jack, too. 

He might have fallen otherwise. He already staggered in his nrind. 
and felt the strength slip from his legs. 

From a comer of his being— it felt that way, as though only a cor- 
ner of Iris being canre into play when someone now spoke to him by 
familiar means, by the mouth making sounds the ear could inter- 
pret— he heal'd Dr. Mardi: 

“When you return from your evening affair, Dr. Lackstmm, we’ll 
talk and compare notes. You’re feeling adequately in control to leave 
the center for a few hours?” 

Dumbly he nodded, his teeth locked together. Words would have 
conveyed nothing. Nothing. 

HE CAB SPED THROUGH THE CHAOS OF STREETS 
and buildings, all made angular and sharp 
through unfamiliarity. 

Had the city been this small before? But how 
could it have shrunken? Had the streets tightened 
so narrowly around cars and pedestrians? Had 
the walkers paced so unconcernedly in front of 
speeding cabs— and had the buses looked so lum- 
bering, so ungainly; and had the skyrail roared so loudly and with 
such an irritating whine that pierced the ear? Did people walk by 
each other, eyes straight ahead, rarely meeting, as though no com- 
munication took place via sheer proximity? How did this society 
exist, being made out of such separate components, all divorced from 
one another, all so distant and aloof? 

He closed his mind. The Cabbot must have sensed his mood and 
made no conversation, even to the point of leaving its plastic face at 
a minimum setting for feature and expression. 

Jack methodically massaged the palm of one hand, then the other. 
He rubbed his temples. 

He avoided thinking of the Transtellar. Sneeda-ahan. So easy to 
talk to — 

But not to talk — 

And whatever the non-talking had been, it had felt like ripping 
out and snapping every brittle thought buried in the core of his 
skeletal mind. 

He forced his mind to turn to Emma. He had looked forward to her 
more than anything. His initial vision of triumphal return to Earth 
after First Contact had dissipated, or worse than dissipated: it had 
exploded. His hope for first crack at working one-on-one with the 
Transtellars and fathoming their mode of communication shattered 
soon afterward, with news that communication with Transtellars 
proved to be rapid, easy, and apparently universally do-able. 

One sole strand of hope: Emma’s invitation. All their correspon- 
dence between Earth and the Peace Platform had felt like long-dis- 
tance dating; and this — 

She awaited his return. Hungered to see him, in her own quiet way. 
As he hungered to see her. 

They had met at a linguistics institute in Kenya. Their fields hardly 
touched. He concentrated on the base structure of language, search- 
ing for the philosopher’s stone of the human mind’s deep structure, 
the universal that must underlie all tongues, not just Indo-European, 
but all, from the Hamitic and Semitic through the Uto-Aztecan and 
Basque. She, on the the other hand, studied mouth shapes, lips, and 
tongue, and the vowel-making apparatus in different groups of peo- 
ple. Two years into their marriage, she opted to spend a year in Alge- 
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ria to gain in-depth understanding of vowel-formation among the 
Tuareg, despite Jack’s inability to leave the newly gestating Peace 
Platform. The physical distance became emotional soon enough. 

Traveling into space, however, somehow tied together what 
had come undone and undid whatever differences had begun to tie 
themselves fixedly into their separate lives: for across the void they 
somehow began speaking more easily— 

Or, as he began to be willing to admit, he himself spoke more freely, 
admitting his anxieties, his hopes, his dreams; and his ever-broaden- 
ing quest for a general grasp finally included her specialty and granted 
it importance. 

He imagined Emma waiting. Fortunately she had arranged his cab- 
ride ahead of time. He hardly remembered where they would meet. 
The Sultana? The Bally-Whale? The Greentop? Somewhere. He 
looked forward to seeing her, sitting with her, and having that whirl- 
wind begin as his mind opened to comprehend 
her thoughts directly — 

He stopped, startled. He stared for a moment 
into the mirror of the car, at the face of the Cab- 
bot, whose pale features remained undefined. 

“My God,” he said. 

“I’m sorry, sir?” A face swam into being out of 
the pale planes on the front of the Cabbot’s head. 

It now had dark brows, full cheeks, and a faint 
squint to the eyes. The brown hair hung with a 
slight wave. It looked vaguely like Jack. 

Jack shook his head in amazement. “I was sit- 
ting here and I was imagining her as—” He 
stopped, unable to comprehend. He had 
expected — deeply, deeply he had expected 
this— that she would open her mind as the 
Transtellar had. Mind-to-mind contact. Telepa- 
thy, even if it might not precisely be that — but at 
the very least direct, emotional communication. 

Optic nerves? Aural nerves? A quantum coinci- 
dence of mental states? 

For a moment he had expected it would hap- 
pen. As if she could be alien. 

“I’m sorry, sir?” said the Cabbot. It smiled 
effortlessly and mindlessly. 

“Nothing. Nothing.” 

“If there’s anything — ” 

“No, no. Nothing. Go ahead and shut off.” 

The Cabbot gave a look of commiseration. 

“Really, sir, I’m quite an expert at dealing out 
pleasantries and considerate conversation if there’s anything I — ” 
“Shut off!” 

The face wavered and paled, dwindling as if into distance and leav- 
ing an expanse of vaguely featured plastic. 

In a few minutes a slit appeared in the blank surface. “We’re at your 
destination, sir. Shall I retrieve you at the pre-arranged time?” 
Distracted, Jack nodded and lurched from the cab. 

“Emma, it’s fantastic seeing you again. Fantastic. Full air. Fan- 
fare! I’m back in Paris. Where? Back in Stanbul, in the rain. Here! I’m 
in Dallas, in Austin, in Fayettesville. Here.” 

In his mind he was. She pulled her head back. She sat tall in her 
chair, reminding him of what had initially attracted him to her, that 
similarity of physiques. Willowy on her part, wiry on his. Sleek 
strength, supple minds. 

“Jack,” she said, turning her eyes slightly. “Talk straight! What’s the 
matter with you?” 

He raised his eyebrows. In his mind he surrounded his reply with 
a mix of symbol and reference, dunking for a moment of a nihilist 
moment in Hemingway and the exactiy contrary emotion that formed 
within himself, the utter opposite of cynicism and lack of hope: 
“Nothing,” he said, wondering at the miscomprehension. Had he spo- 
ken amiss? Had something been misread? “Nothing? Yes! Nothing.” 



“You’re acting — weird.” 

“I’m here, you’re here, we’re together.” 

“No kidding, and I’m already beginning to wonder why.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Are you Jack, really? Or are you someone else? You sit here say- 
ing things that don’t mean anything and don’t make any sense no mat- 
ter how I put them together, and just last night I was talking to you— 

I was talking to Jack — and he made sense, and we made sense to 
each other. What the hell’s with you?” 

He found it difficult concentrating on the words. They arrived at his 
ears so flat and lacking in resonance that his mind skimmed over 
them, hungry for deeper information. What the hell’s with me? She 
had asked that? Meaning what? 

“Emma,” he said. The name rolled through his mind, a boulder 
shedding moss. 

“I’m listening.” 

“Places grow so large — “ 

“Talk sense, man!” 

It had made sense, for a moment. 
“Emma,” he said, hoping to start again. “I 
have talked with—” 

“You talked with the Transtellar. I know', 
you were going to. You told me. You were 
excited.” She paused. “That’s the first sen- 
sible thing you’ve said.” 

“ — with myself.” 

“You damned egotist!” 

“I’m not insane,” he said, hoping to 
make clear his position. 

The full array of information he assem- 
bled to project with the inner senses at his 
command— at least they felt almost at his 
command— conveyed everything. “I’m 
talking to you.” 

“And I am insane for talking to you. 
Come on, Jack. What’s the game?” 
“Communication. It’s so damned.” 

“So damned!” She laughed without 
humor. “You’re either a hoot or gone in the 
noggin. Which is it, man? Speak to me!” 
“Emma,” he said, glad to get her name 
out again as it rolled away. It became more 
of a struggle with each passing moment to 
push out tiie words. Nothing felt right. He 
loved this woman. Love: fleeting, flying, 
flaying, yet here forever. He loved her; yet 
a wall, invisible to her, grew between them, more opaque to him by 
the moment, absorbing every vestige of sense. “Thank you.” It 
sounded somehow inadequate. 

“Thank me for what? Listen, Jack, I’m leaving if you don’t start talk- 
ing sense. My God, we don’t even have our drinks yet and you’re 
gonzo!” 

Stems of wine arrived, the waiter glancing nervously at the two 
of them. 

“Ready to order?” the man said. His fingers played at the edges of 
his order book. 

Jack chuckled, having a moment’s insight into the tumble of 
thoughts that must have accompanied the waiter’s stock phrase. For 
a moment the chuckle grew out of control. He released a squeak 
before reining it in. 

“Jack!” Emma said. 

“I’ll come back!” said the waiter. 

Jack stared across the table at his estranged wife, his mind for a 
moment clarifying and narrowing to the point he could think as he 
had always thought, and speak in the usual way, smoothing out the 
crookeds: Talk straight ! she said. 

“Emma," he said, “it grows worse, then grows less." 

“What does?” she said. She had pulled back her chair from the 
small table. 



When he 
concentrated 
strongly, the 
words almost 
fell into chains, 
like snakes of 
meaning slith- 
ering into the 
air where they 
would fly... 
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He eyed the wine stem and saw within its gleaming glass sides its 
own future, wrapped within its own nature: wine to lips to a lightness 
of feeling and a lightness of the empty glass. He picked it up, wide- 
eyed, and sipped, and sipped again. Maybe surface and gleam and 
charm meant more than absolutely nothing, when it came to lan- 
guage. He wondered if he should watch his mouth-configurations 
while around Emma. Yet how could he. 

“The communication thing,” he said, trying to concentrate on 
appearances: words, just words, teeth and tongue and throat and flow 
of air from diaphragm to wine-scented lips, words and nothing else. 
“Communication. I need it. I’ve seen how to communicate, seen it— 
differently. Incredibly differently!” When he concentrated strongly, 
the words almost fell into chains, like snakes of meaning slithering 
into the air where they would fly, feebly, to seek entrance beneath her 
bush hair. “Differently,” he said again. “And I can’t shake it now. It’s in 
me, it’s on me. Deep structure. Remember? It’s there, Emma We can 
reach it! There’s a way! The Transtellar — ” 

“This is all because of meeting the TVanstel- 
lar? A couple hundred people have met the 
Transtellar, I heard.” 

“Yes, yes, and no. I don’t know — how many 
have spoken as I have with it? All of them? 

All of us, that is?” 

“I still don’t like how you’re talking, Jack. 

You’re acting like you could go all nuts again.” 

“I wasn’t nuts and I’m not nuts. I’m talking 
about language, Emma! It’s thrown me for a 
loop! I’ve been sucked into another way of 
thinking— you know how it is, speaking in 
another language: you begin to think that 
way — it becomes automatic, it becomes 
unavoidable — it becomes a part of you— you 
even dream in it — and what do you do when 
you leave? Do you suddenly drop it when you 
leave the place where people speak that lan- 
guage? No — you carry it with you. It drops 
away slowly, sporadically. I’ve talked with the 
Transtellar— it took me to its world, in a 
sense, by showing me a place — inside, in a 
sense — where we can communicate. Com- 
municate like never before, Emma! And it’s 
hard leaving it! And so easy to slip back into!” 

She looked warily at him. “Don’t go slip- 
ping back into it, then. That was pretty 
strange, Jack.” 

“I am.” 

“You are what? Strange? Hell, you’ve never been strange, Jack. 
You’re so damned normal all the time!” 

For a moment, staring at her, watching her lips and tongue, he once 
again barely understood a word of what she said. 

“Strange,” he said, sorting through tire meanings. “Strange? Speak 
to the Transtellar. Speak to it” 

“I don’t want to get all frigging weird.” 

“Speak to it. Do.” 

“That’s a lot to ask.” 

A tangle and a torment, a whirl and a winding-down to another 
world, a new world — 

And a spinning into himself, images of Jack thrown upon Jack 
thrown into and out of Jack, over Jack, through Jack.... 

He fought it down. “Please,” he said. The perfect word for all his 
imperfect thoughts. “Please.” 

Outside, a baffling hour later, he found himself sitting in the 
seat behind the Cabbot. Its lips bent back into full cheeks as it smiled. 
Its eyes gleamed, the waves of its hair shifting as it moved its head. 

“We’ll go directly to tire center where Dr. Mardi is waiting to see 
you,” the Cabbot said. 

“You know where to go?” 

“I know where to go. Relax.” 



“Meaning what?” 

“Meaning: Relax,” the Cabbot said. Then tire face faded and folded, 
swirling away to nothing. 

Jack found he understood the blankness the Cabbot now presented. 

He leaned into the cushioned seat, closing his eyes. The act of 
pressing his lids together caused tears. Or the tears had lingered 
there, ready to spring. Why had he understood a machine so clearly? 
It said nothing ambiguous — nothing not absolutely clear. So unlike 
what he had left: a chaos of miscommunication. Emma had run off 
early. Jack had stared at the empty chair for fifteen minutes, trying 
to understand what exactly she had said. Had it been, “Goodbye,” or 
something similar? And what did that mean: Goodbye. Without a 
goodbye, a hello can never find space to be. Jack startled the waiter 
when he came by, offering his own food to the nervous man, as well 
as Emma’s. She had hardly touched it: much of it remained good and 
looked tasty. The waiter made an awkward gesture with a flurry of 
fingers, hurrying past. Meanings sprouted and 
spread everywhere. 

Even tire sting of a tear at the thought of 
Emma and her departure: even that had a 
meaning. It would come clear eventually. He 
had merely to translate it. To make it so he 
could understand it himself. To put it in the 
inner language. To make it clear, so the rich- 
ness that accompanied it did not drown it He 
knew so little. Was he, for instance, happy? 

He experimented and trilled his tongue, 
overcome at being a beginner. Happy? He 
knew nearly nothing. 

The Cabbot’s face briefly reappeared, 
opened its mouth, curled its tongue, and 
trilled back. 

Jack puzzled over that and everything else 
as the craft darted through streets full of 
incommunicative people looking around one 
another with half-lidded eyes. 

“Help me,” he managed when he entered 
tire office of Dr. Beatrice Mardi. 

The words came more easily than they had 
a half-hour before, with Enuna. He looked at 
Dr. Mardi’s face and felt an empathy and a 
connection, and surprised himself with the 
thought: It’s because she’s spoken with it. 
Maybe many times already. With the 
Transtellar: 

And the memory: So distant before. She seemed so distant. Now 
so close. “Beatrice, help me!” 

“Sit down,” she said. 

“You have— no problem, speaking.” Talking, he meant. With just 
words. Or did she use only words? 

“I do. But I concentrate. I have to. But even concentration 
becomes a habit.” 

“But to talk at all—” 

She nodded. “You’re discovering what we’ve all discovered, Jack. 
That communication with the Transtellar is instant and immedi- 
ately rewarding — it comes near to being a peak experience, very 
nearly a revelation. Can you remember your communication well? 
I’d be surprised if you do — but you’ll remember the sensation of it 
well, I’d wager.” 

He thought back. He knew he and the Transtellar had explored 
concepts of language together. They had not spoken so much as 
moved, mentally, in tandem. Had tire territory they explored been 
his, Jack’s? Or tire Transtellars? He could hardly say. 

“And,” Dr. Mardi said, “you may regard it as cruel, that we let you 
out so soon — to see your wife, Emma It must have been hard, yes?” 

He sat stating beyond Dr. Mardi for what felt like minutes before 
he met her eyes and nodded. 

She smiled, sympathetically. “It was meant well even if it might not 



The Transtellar 
starts a new 
mode of think- 
ing after it has 
established its 
mind-linkage. 
And that mode 
doesn’t stop 
when we stop 
talking with it. 



look that way, to you. Or to her. And it was possibly unavoidable. You 
two had set up the meeting already— and when you emerged from your 
session with the Transtellar, you would not have understood at all if we 
had stopped you from seeing Emma. We also thought it might work out 
well for you, in the long run. Look at it as a kind of immersion experi- 
ence. You know— like the kind of language class where you never 
speak your native tongue, but only the language you’re learning. We 
sent you out into the world to learn t he language you need to learn.” 

Jack wrestled with the thoughts. “Learn the language? But I speak 
English," he said. 

She nodded. “You do, in a sense. Or you did. Maybe I should put it 
this way,” she said. “You once had the habit of dunking in English, not 
just speaking it. Now, on die other hand, you speak English without die 
habit of diinkhig in it— because you’ve lost diat habit, out of die shock 
of communicating on a totally new level. You’re thinking in a different 
way. It happens to us all, to different degrees, after communicating 
with die Transtellar. Do you realize how you and I are speaking now? 
Somediing about our communication with each other is different from 
die communication that existed between us, say, two years ago, Jack. 
If you were to go away and transcribe our conversation, you would 
render it into easily comprehensible English. But we aren’t speaking 
comprehensible English. We don’t know what we’re speaking. We are 
speaking, yes, but we’re also doing somediing else that’s halfway to 
what die Transtellar does witii us! That’s why it’s so important you’re 
here, with us, working on the team, Jack. We need to fathom tiiis. We 
need to get to the bottom of it. The Transtellar stalls a new mode of 
thinking after it has established its mind-linkage, whatever it is, witii 
us. And diat mode doesn’t stop when we stop talking witii it We some- 
how keeping talking tiiat way witii each other. In a sense, less than a 
week after die Transtellar arrived, we’re separating off from the rest 
of humanity. We’re becoming a culture unto ourselves.” 

Jack shook his head even though her words made sense. 

“Communication,” Beatrice Mardi said. “Think about it. Commu- 
nication. It’s become hard to communicate with our own people. 
They’re now outsiders! Or else we are! You’ve experienced it! We’ve 
got to build a bridge back to our own people — because tiiat’s die only 
way we can benefit, as a species, from tiiis contact witii the Transtel- 
lars. We have to make it understandable to eveiyone.” 

“Translator. You need a translator.” 

“That’s right,” she said. “Someone who can stall from the bottom 
and work up.” 

Jack’s head spun. “Wait— you didn’t tell Emma?” The thought of 
him being used in this experiment— it strangely left him unbothered. 
But for Emma not to know — 

She held up a hand. “We intercepted her on the way out of the 
Greenbriar. Explained things, as best we could.” 

“Will she — ” He found himself hesitant. Was it a thing to ask? “Will 
she talk with the Transtellar?” He imagined being able to talk witii 
Emma. Talk. 

Beatrice Mardi communicated her uncertainty with a shrug. Then 
she leaned forward and fixed on his eyes. “Focus on tiiis, Jack. Focus 
on this. What you must do is unimaginable. No one has done it— not 
really, never in this way. It’s an incredible first if you can pull it off. It 
isn’t a matter of communicating with aliens. No. That’s been done. 
The aliens have no problems making us understand. No problems at 
all. The real problems are here. On Earth. With humans. We have to 
communicate with them. Them— and us. We have to figure out the 
whole mess. Do you think you can do it, Jack? You willing to shoul- 
der something so huge?” 

He closed his eyes and put his hands against them and his elbows 
against knees witii his head tilted forward, willing the world to stop 
spinning. But would it ever? How could it? Weren’t worlds all spin- 
ning, always? How could tilings ever stop? 

He forced the heels of his hands from his eyes and unscrewed his 
lids and met the gaze of Beatrice, who sat umnoving yet commu- 
nicative of understanding, patience, and hope. 

Not in a way ever done between people before on the face of Earth, 
but with a new sense, fraught with the weight of the future and bur- 
dened with tiie lushing necessities pushed forward by history, and 



mixed with the ideas and feelings tiiat touched these two here who 
sat far from and yet still linked to a distant and nearly unreachable 
world, a world of the Transtellars, where it swung around its own 
star in a constancy of spinning, spinning, spinning: not in any old way, 
but in a new way — 

He nodded. And felt the horrified thrill of recognition: Tiiat he faced 
tiie hardest task of his life in simply learning to talk. 

In his own language. 

W HILE WAITING FOR HER (“DON’T HURRY IT, 
Jack; just wait until she’s rested a bit 
because— you know.” That much and 
more carried in a glance from Beatrice as 
she left.), the thoughts piled in, as though 
a gate had opened from the future: impli- 
cations, inevitabilities, consequences 
both fair and dire. Who would meet the 
Transtellars in tiie future? Individual Transtellars were making them- 
selves known in various pails of the world; yet their numbers must 
be finite. Beatrice already spoke of tiie difficulties between those who 
had experienced the meeting and those who had not. If those who 
experienced even the most minor of tiie varieties of transcendence — 
and if this ranked among the minor or major he had no way of know- 
ing — could not communicate the experience, then how could others 
know its validity? How could fundamentalists react, the ones who 
read their books for the literal words therein and not tiie meaning tiiat 
lurked behind? How would John Birchers react, or the disaster-mon- 
gers witii their guns and caches of ammunition and food and water: 
would they see it necessary to store pure, untouched and untouch- 
able non-Transtellar-tainted humanity behind barricades, too? Would 
the softer faiths remain friendly; and would they stand apart or take 
part? Would the Easterners join if the Westerners saw this light first? 
Or tiie Southerners if tiie Northerners? The countryside, if the city? 
Schism and clash led to war so often in human history: yet could such 
a thing arise from the sheer power of unbridled communication? 

The door communicated to him: It opened. She stood there. 
Exposed, tentative, different and the same: Emma. Glass, glare, 
glance, air: transparencies of uncertainty. Always before tiie uncer- 
tainties that sprang up unbidden cluttered the invisible space 
between people, between him and anyone else, between him and her, 
word and ear, ear and word, Jack and Emma. 

Now he gazed right through, even as tiie uncertainties poured from 
him toward her, and from her toward him. The uncertainties and 
guesses and wild thoughts and impulses met at the middle, battled, 
grew brittle, and fell to pieces, then rose to life again and battled once 
more. As they always had. 

He walked through the converging thoughts and raised a hand to 
her cheek and wondered that he had never seen it before, tiiis cheek, 
in tiiis way; he had never had the adequate amount of understanding, 
which was a matter of cooperative vision, to fully comprehend what 
it was for a part of tiie body to be a cheek beneath a fingertip: soft- 
ness against softness. He knew now. The concepts sprang mutually 
between them. 

“And what is tiiis?” he asked her. 

“What is what?” The question delighted her, seeing its answer as 
she did. 

“This!” He reached around her. 

“How?” she said coyly then boldly, effervescent then calm. 

“Thus! 

A tangle and a torment, a whirl and a winding-down to another 
world, a new world— 

And a spinning into each other, images of Jack thrown over 
Emma thrown into and out of Jack, into Emma, through Jack and 
through Emma and through... 

And tiiis: 

Scintillatingly, coruscatingly, mutually reflected and re-reflected 
and felt and then felt, again as in a thick piled-on pile of fine-woven 
fabric sliding silkily upon itself: this, this, and this— 

A kiss. □ 
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Rachel could change you into a spaceship, a planet, 
even a twentieth century anthropologist. What she most 
wanted to change, however, was her brother’s mind. 

The human 

CYCLE 

BY DAVID IRA CLEARY 
Illustration by Doug Chezem 

I WAS FIFTY KILOME- 
ters into the veg- 
etable grid when 
my brother called. 

I’m back, Sis, come 
quick. Just like him: 
verbal mode, a pri- 
ority request, no explanation. 
Coordinates came ten seconds 
later, an afterthought. I was busy 
with several clients at the time, 
and I might have ignored him. 

But I hadn’t seen him in eigh- 
teen years. 
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I’ll be there soon, I signaled back, aware that a librarian’s “soon” 
might seem an eternity to someone used to near-light speeds. I’d 
been where I was for four minutes and had one more to go. I cut it 
short. Decisions, please, I implored my clients. Along my hundred- 
meter length there were moans, threats, images of agony, and pleas 
for more time to browse. I was unsympathetic. Choose noiv, I said, 
severely, and in came the requests. Two travelogues, twelve heroic 
interactives, fourteen comedies, and no fewer than fifty romantic 
dramas. And the usual three or four indecisive clients, verbally 
“umm...ing” and visually sending half-formed incoherent images: 
grinning faces above desert plains, melting buses upon banquet 
tables. I dumped each indecisive Gibbon’s Decline and Fall of the 
Roman Empire, verbal-only, a billionth of a gram of data. Cheiv on 
that ! I thought. 

I piped the others their requests, then broke contact, and retracted 
my dump fibers. If I had made eyes to look upon myself, this is what 
I would have seen: a silvery pipe one meter in diameter, stationed 
within a three-dimensional grid of clients; each client grayish-pink, 
wrapped wit hin a clear environment, fetus-sized except for the fifty- 
five kilo obelisk-shaped head, connected rectilineaiiy to its six clos- 
est neighbors by baby-blue pipes that provided sustenance as well as 
structure, wrinkled face lit by a nearby microsun. 

If I had made eyes— but I hadn’t I had no desire to see my clients. 
They were passive parasites, disgraces to humanity. They were veg- 
etables. 

A third of the universe is wasted on their ilk. 

I opened a ran\jet pore where each dump fiber had dissolved and 
began jetting. I always maintain a protohuman spatial orientation, 
with my brain toward one end of my body and brain-end leading. As 
it happened, I was facing away from my brother, as soon as I started 
moving, I had to execute a U-turn. In the hook of the turn, I brushed 
against two vegetables, neither of which I’d dumped to yet. The one 
on the inside of the turn was asleep, its dreams like random with- 
drawals from a decaying librarian. 

The one on the outside of the turn was awake, demanding, hostile. 

Entei’tain me, it said, projecting images of hungry mouths, huge 
eyes, bleeding ears. 

I accelerated away as soon as I completed the turn. 

I STOOD WITHIN MY BROTHER’S LOVER. 
Never had there been such a devoted 
fool. She’d been a boy, a vamp, a girl, 
and a guitar, all to suit his changing 

whims. Now she was a ship. There’s not a lot of ship you get with 
sixty kilos: a resonance turbine, a space-tight shell, an environment, 
a gravity plate. A cabin, too, and a clear-walled deck, crescent-shaped 
in floor plan, twelve easy steps from point to point. I measured that 
distance several times while waiting for my brother to come out of 
his cabin. I’d changed to protohuman at his request, or at least what 
passes for protohuman — librarians tend to be heavyfooted, weighing 
as they do eleven metric tons. 

I had a hard floor and gravity beneath me, the vegetable grid above: 
at two thousand kilometers, it was a boundless ceiling, luminous and 
gray-white, a milky mixture of three times ten to the fourteenth souls. 

I watched it as I sipped at the whisky sour J'ai — that was the lover’s 
name — had given me. I was glad the floor was opaqued, so that I 
didn’t have to see the universal core. 

“Big sis!” 

I turned. There was my brother, framed by the cabin’s open door- 
way. He was protohuman: tall, angular, long hair silver on one side of 
his head, red on the other. He wore a black smock over green leo- 
tards. His face was childlike, despite the red mustache that curlicued 
above his upper lip. I felt a surge of love for him, but also shyness, ret- 
icence. It had been so long since I’d seen him, after all. “Egon,” I finally 
said. “How is it going, kid brother?” I moved forward to kiss him. 

“You’re wealing the same outfit!” he said, letting me kiss him but 



not kissing me himself. 

“What?” 

“You know, you wore this same suit when you saw me off. And this 
same brooch!" He tugged at the gilt millipede pinned to my lapel. 
“You’re incredible!” 

I understood then: it had been eighteen years for me, but only a few 
weeks for him. I had blurred memories of our part ing; his were fresh 
and sharp. “I’ll change if you — ” 

“No.” He shook his head. “We’re completely proto here. No trans- 
formations aboard ship.” 

“Oh.” Apparently, though, the ship itself could transform; J’ai had, 
after all, generated my whisky sour from a portion of her stem. I 
smiled, said, “So what happened? You haven’t circumnavigated the 
universe, have you? Or is the crunch happening faster than expected?” 
“No, no." Egon whispered something to the deckwall. Part of it 
transformed into a blue china stein. He took the stein, sipped from 
it. I smelled what it contained: buttermilk. “Rache, we met some peo- 
ple, eight light-years out in the Ceelan cubic. Intelligent, creative peo- 
ple. They want to do a group transform. J’ai and I want to join them.” 
He was grinning. He looked like he had when he was a little boy, 
having conceived a new philosophy. It wrenched my protohuman 
heart to speak. “I’m sorry, Egon. I can’t be part of a group transform.” 
He seemed unfazed. “Librarians have to be autonomous. I know 
that. But I’m not asking you to join us.” He slurped from the stein; his 
mustache turned half white. “I’m asking you for a transform template.” 
“Oh.” This was entirely a different matter. “What do you want to 
transform into?” 

“A black hole." 

He spoke with utter sincerity. I did too. “I won’t dump you that 
transform.” 

He grinned. “You’re kidding.” 

“No. I’m not. I’ve got an ethical code I follow. I can’t give trans- 
forms that can harm my clients.” 

He kept grinning, though his lips were trembling. “What harm is 
there in transforming into a black hole?” 

“That’s an absurd question. You might as well ask, what harm is 
there in dying?” 

He stopped grinning. “We didn’t come eight light-years to answer 
silly questions! We came for a transform!” 

“One that no other librarian would give you.” Affecting a calm I 
didn’t feel, I sipped some whisky sour. “I won’t give you one either.” 
“Well — to hell with you then!" 

He threw his stein. It shattered on the deckwall, fragments of china 
bursting out like a blue star going nova, buttermilk streaming down 
the glass. He reached down to pick up a long, dagger-shaped shard; 
it disappeared as he touched it, absorbed by the ship. “To hell with 
you too, J’ai!” he shouted. He stood up, stepped toward me, then turned 
back toward the wall and began punching it, pounding it like he was 
determined to reach vacuum. J’ai could have transformed her structure 
to cushion the blows. She chose not to. Egon’s knuckles crunched as 
they broke. Blood trickled down the wall, made veins inside the but- 
termilk. 

“Stop it!” I said. “Calm down.” 

He kept punching. When his bones had tom through his skin, I 
decided I’d had enough. Disregarding the lovers’ statute against trans- 
forms on the ship, I enlarged my amis and shoulders by eighty per- 
cent. Then I stepped up behind Egon, bear-hugged him, pulled him 
away from the wall. 

“Calm down, little brother.” 

“Damn you!” he shouted. 

He couldn’t hit now but he could kick and move his head. I inured 
myself to pain, made my skin like armor. He cracked his heels against 
my legs. He butted his head against my chin. When his skull split 
open, I gave up. 

“OK. Stop it. I’ll see about making you into a black hole.” 

He relaxed in my amis, victorious. 

A kilometer wide but centimeters thick, delta-shaped and dis- 
traught, I skimmed above the vegetable grid. Vegetables dreamed at 
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me, screamed at me, begged me to give them entertainments. I 
ignored them. I converted their electromagnetic whinings into fuel; 
their cries warmed me, recharged my stacks, propelled me along. 
And helped me maintain my distance from the universal core. 

But no accumulation of whimpers could make me forget what I’d 
promised my brother. 

He’d planned his temper tantrum. He’d known I’d say no — at least 
initially— to his request. And he’d also known I wouldn’t let him 
destroy himself— at least in my presence. He’d outwitted me. 

I’d told him I needed two hours to recharge before I could dump 
him his transform. 

He and J’ai were a hundred kilometers above me, their radio sig- 
natures nearly lost against the electromagnetic din that veiled the 
universal core. They were trailing me as though they thought I’d tiy 
to escape. 

As if a librarian would break her word. 

As if there’d be anywhere to escape to in a crunching universe. 

I need a set of English-to-Russian instruction textbooks. 

I jetted to a stop. What an odd request. No magic fountains, no 
galactic hoards, no slick yet sensitive paramours; just books. Infor- 
mation. Plot-free, sans characters, sans background scenarios. And 
without even accompanying hyperguides. I was intrigued. 

Any period in particular? I asked. I had fifteen thousand volumes 
to choose from, most ranging across the fifty centuries those two 
dead tongues had flourished. 

The year 2030, Chiistian Count. 

As I dumped the client the textbooks, I budded eyes to look at him. 
Shriveled body, wrinkled fetal face, massive headtower covered with 
networks of blue veins and patches of white hair. He was in the out- 
ermost layer of vegetables, barely distinguishable from the rest. 

As I looked at him, he opened his eyes. 

Visit me, please. 

What? 

Port doum to me, just for a few minutes. 

His eyes were pink, shiny, and flattened beneath his environment 
membrane. His thin lips were motionless as he verbalized. I won- 
dered what demented worlds were contained within his ugly head. 

I extended a transmission cable toward him. 

I enabalized as a protohuman in the shadow made by a sandstone 
cliff. The sky was pale blue. A row of eroded cliffs, bleached white 
by sunlight, stood maybe a hundred meters away, on the other side 
of what looked like a dry riverbed. Clumps of grass and thorn-filled 
bushes were scattered across the dry landscape. I was wearing the 
same corduroy suit I’d worn inside J’ai. It was too hot for it here. I 
transformed it into a white loose-fitting cotton dress and gave myself 
a wide-brimmed straw hat. 

“Excellent fashion sense,” a man said. 

I turned. He was protohuman, Caucasian, dressed in khaki shorts 
and a safari jacket His head was hatless and the skin not covered by 
white hair was red and leathery. He had a white mustache. I assumed 
he was the representation of the client and not just a homunculus. 
“Thanks,” I said, “though my brother thinks otherwise.” 

“Does he?” 

“Yes, he — ” I blushed, embarrassed that my preoccupation with 
Egon was surfacing so soon in our conversation. I stepped forward, 
put out my hand. “I’m Rachel.” 

“Call me Dick,” he said. We shook hands. Then he said, “Rather a 
warm day, isn’t it? Would you like something in the way of refresh- 
ment?” 

“Why not,” I said, though I wasn’t thirsty. 

We walked along the base of the cliff, toward what I first thought 
was a small village but soon realized was merely an encampment. 
There were bright orange tents, vehicles, a few people standing 
about. I said: “I was expecting a scholar in a garret, a historian in a 
cubicle, something like that.” 

Dick laughed. “I’ve done that bit already. It’s all fieldwork now.” 

“Fieldwork?” 



“What? You mean you don’t recognize me?” He squinted. “I thought 
librarians were omniscient.” 

“Hardly.” I stared at him, tried to connect his weathered face with 
what I knew about 2030 Christian Count. The scenario was First 
Earth, obviously; we were in an arid environment, walking through a 
canyon, or maybe a gorge. Gorge. That was it Olduvai Gorge, Tanza- 
nia. “Sinclair. Richard Sinclair, paleontologist. Bom 1962 CC, died—” 

“No.” He shushed me. “Mustn’t tell me when. Or how.” 

“OK.” I could peg this client now. He was a life-tripper, reenacting 
tire lifespan of an obscure historical figure, probably had his entire 
brainspace converted into a First Earth scenario. I was disappointed. 
I had been hoping for a scholar, someone trying to build new road- 
ways between the landmarks of historical events, not someone fol- 
lowing tire rut of a once-lived life. Oh, well. I sighed. At least he wasn’t 
playing Napoleon conquering Europe, or Trainran fissioning Mars. 

At least he wasn’t converting into a black hole. 

“Rachel? All right?” 

I blinked. “I’m fine." We’d reached the compound. Half a dozen 
small tents were arranged in a circle around a much bigger tent. 
There were two slim electric cars parked on the other side of the 
compound. Closer by was a heavy armored truck, camouflaged with 
cubist patterns of yellow and gray. Two men dressed in battle fatigues 
sat in front of it, something— a holographic game? a hand-held 
screen? — lighting up their faces with patches of color. A pair of 
flechette rifles were leaning against the truck. 

“Hello, Dick,” one of the men said. 

“Hello, pretty lady,” the other one said. 

“Good afternoon, gentlemen,” Dick said. 

“Hello,” said I. 

“Nice butt," one man said as Dick led me toward the large tent. 

Apparently he didn’t speak Luganda; he didn’t respond to the com- 
ment. 

Or maybe, like me, he chose to ignore it. 

Inside, the tent was partitioned by 
beige plastic walls into three air-condi- 
tioned, fluorescent-lit rooms. Dick’s 
three assistants were in the first room. 

One was Derrick “Call me Ribs” Hibbs, a graduate student from the 
University of Chicago; the second was Felix Smod, a post-doc from 
the University of London; and the third was Llungha Makatta, an 
anthropologist from the official Tanzanian Department of Antiqui- 
ties. “Ribs” was entering data into a computer pad; Smod was 
air-brushing bone fragments set within a plastic tub; Makatta was 
cursing softly as he manipulated a holographic image that I took to 
be a topographic map of the Gorge. Dick introduced me as Rachel 
Witherspoon, a reporter from the Village Voice. I didn’t correct him. 
I didn’t want to confuse his homunculi and spoil his scenario. 

The second room, which was accessed from the first by a screen 
door, was part kitchen, part lounge, part library. There was a tan 
leather couch sitting incongruously on the plastic tent floor, along 
with some less conspicuous steel folding chairs. Dick asked me to sit 
and then went to make us tea. 

I inspected the bookcase, which occupied most of one wall behind 
the couch. It held paperbacks, CDs, and hardbacks, alphabetically 
sorted and neatly stacked. Most of the books were paleontological 
and anthropological textbooks, but there was also the 2025 Ency- 
clopedia Britannica, both on CD and in glorious forty-one volume 
hardback. I chose volume 3, BEA — BUS, then sat on the couch and 
opened the book. I began flipping through the pages, barely regis- 
tering the sweet smell of tire printed paper, silently reciting tire entry 
even before I found it: 

BLACK HOLE: A maximally dense cosmic body having a gravity 
field so intense that nothing— 

“Do you take cream or sugar?” 

“Umm.” I shut the book. Dick had set a tray on one of the chairs. 
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The tray held two cups, a bowl of sugar cubes, a little pitcher, and a 
teapot. Each item had a protohuman skull pictured on its side. “One 
sugar please.” 

Dick poured a cup of tea, dropped a sugar cube into it, and handed 
it to me. After he had poured Iris own cup, he sat on a chair and said, 
“An interest in astronomy, then?” 

“Sort of. Astrophysics, cosmology...” I trailed off, sipped from my 
cup. 

Dick smiled. “Of course. The crunch. I forgot about it. When is it, 
two million, two and a half—” 

“One point eight million years,” I said. 

“That soon?” He gestured around the room. “I get so involved with 
everything here— the dig, the politics, that the outside universe, the 
fact that there’s an outside universe, slips my mind.” 

I’d heard this a thousand times, from prophets, soldiers, and slaves, 
sealed within their hermetic cages. Usually I listen graciously. Today 
I thought about Egon and said, “You invited me here because you’re 
bored with your homunculi.” 

His right cheek twitched. Probably he wondered if I had some 
access route to his forebrain. “They’re bloody machines.” 

“They seemed turing-test functional.” 

“They’re not. If you spent a few months with them, you’d find out. 
They tell me tire same damn stories over and over, make tire same 
mistakes in tire field, never think up an idea I hadn’t thought of nryself 
twenty years ago. They’re just— ” He stared off into space, frowned. 
“Bloody hell. It’s my own fault, really. My scenario’s mimetic down to 
tire micron. At least the landscape is. Tire geology. Every bone and 
blade of grass. But that doesn’t leave much subatomic context for 
homunculi, does it?” 

“No,” I said. “Not a lot you can do with sixty kilograms,” I almost 
added, but caught nryself. It was bad manners for a librarian to talk 
about mass limits and cruel to keep reminding a client that his sce- 
nario was just a facade. “So,” I said, at last identifying tire skull on my 
cup as that of an A. robustus, “What do you need to leant Russian 
for?” 

He brightened, pointed at the bookcase. “See that binder there?” I 
nodded, assuming he meant the manila folder set lengthwise on top 
of a row of paperbacks. “It’s got photocopies of a series of articles 
that appeared in a Russian journal called Anthropologic about tire 
turn of tire century. Stuff by a man named Klovenka. Controversial 
fellow. Maintained that honrinids developed speech capabilities as 
long ago as three million years B.C. Used special reconstruction soft- 
ware to prove it — an analysis program that could reconstruct brain 
tissue from a fossil skull and microscopic details about tire site where 
it was formd. Or so he claimed. The problem was with the god-awful 
computer translation of Anthropologie. Tire English versions of the 
articles were gibberish. Nobody in the worldwide scientific commu- 
nity could make sense of Klovenka’s analysis. He was disparaged. 
Ridiculed. He took the negative reaction rather badly. He ought to 
have paid to have a good human translation of the articles or, at the 
very least, enlisted the help of another Russian speaker to help him 
explain himself to his critics. Instead he sent a caustic E-mail mes- 
sage to the Russian Anthropological Society. Then he took an over- 
dose of smart drugs. Ruined his brain. He spent the rest of his life in 
a sanitarium on the Black Sea He died — ” 

“In July of 2017.” 

Dick stared at nre. “You are omniscient.” His cheek twitched, then 
twitched again. “You must already know why I want to leanr Russian.” 
“You want to read Klovenka in the original. Don’t have to be omni- 
scient to figure that." I sipped my tea, felt a surge of anxiety as the 
blood vessels in my mouth absorbed caffeine: this was a mimetic 
scenario. I set the cup down on the floor. “I ought to be going.” 
“What’s the hurry?” 

“It’s — it’s just something to do with my brother. It wouldn’t be inter- 
esting to you.” 

The skin around his eyes crinkled. “Try me." 

I told him about what had happened on J-ai and the promise that 
I’d made to Egon. As I spoke I felt the tension in my body ease a lit- 
tle and realized that I’d come to Dick’s scenario not because I was 



impressed that he wanted English-Russian textbooks but because I 
needed someone to talk to. 

When I’d finished, Dick said, “Don’t give him the transform.” 

“I have to. I promised I would.” 

“So? It was a promise made under duress. It shouldn’t be binding.” 
“I have to act ethically.” 

“And helping someone suicide is ethical?” 

“No. But neither is breaking a promise.” 

He snorted. “Please, Rachel, be sensible. You’ve placed yourself in 
a bind. You’re going to have to do something unethical. You ought to 
do tire tiling that’s least unethical.” 

“Break my promise,” I said. The course of action was as obvious 
as it was painful. My protohuman chest seemed to grow heavy with 
despair. 

“Not necessarily,” Dick said. 

I stared at him. “What do you mean?” 

“Modify the promise. Add preconditions to it.” 

“Such as?” 

“Give him the transform in sections. Before he gets each section, 
require that he completes certain assignments. Have him read an 
uplifting novel, write an essay on the morality of self-destruction, 
debate Aquinas on the issue. Or what have you.” 

“What’s the point?” I said. “You think I can argue Irinr out of trans- 
forming?” 

“Maybe. What I really had in mind, though, is that you make him 
sweat for it. Many a man’s convictions change if he has to work to 
demonstrate them.” 

I smiled. It’s easy to talk in proverbs when you’re protohuman. “It’s 
something to try.” 

“You’ve nothing to lose,” he said. He finished his tea, then stood. 
“Wiry don’t we go have a look at the site, then?” 

I stood up too, set my half-empty cup on the tray. “I’d like to, but I 
need to go back.” 

He nodded. “You’ll visit again, won’t you? We’ve hardly begun our 
interview.” 

“I might,” I said. 

We went through the other room, 
me saying my goodbyes to “Ribs,” Smod, 
and Makatta, then stepped outside. The 
two soldiers, still engrossed with their 

holographic game, didn’t notice us. I smiled at Dick and was about 
to disenabalize when I heard the low hum of an electric motor. 

A dark brown truck was coming up tire dirt road that ran beneath 
the cliffwalls on the other side of tire gorge. A plunre of fine red dust 
trailed behind it. 

“UPS!” Dick cried. 

The truck came off the road, crossed the muddy low point of the 
gorge, then came to a stop about ten yards away from us. Tire two sol- 
diers glanced up at it, waved at tire driver, then returned to their game. 
The driver climbed out of the truck. He was carrying a gray package 
under one arm and an electronic palette under the other. 

“Hello, Dick!” the driver said. He was colored a shade darker than 
his truck. His teeth were bluish-white, effloresced somehow. He 
handed tire package to Dick. “Sorry about being late. Had trouble 
outside Mwadui.” 

“Did you?” Dick tore the seal off the package. “The Kisero again?” 
The driver nodded. “They mined the highway. Senri carrying chick- 
ens got it. Never saw so much blood and feathers.” 

“Nasty stuff,” Dick said. “You ought to get out while you can.” 
“Are you kidding?” The driver touched Iris lapel. “I get triple pay on 
hazard days." 

“Still...” Dick’s voice trailed off as he pulled out tire package’s con- 
tents. There were three hardback volumes: Sanyan and Sayan’s An 
Introduction to Russian. “Excellent,” Dick said. He slipped the 
books back into the package, then took tire palette and signed his 
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name at the blinking icon. As he handed the palette back to the dri- 
ver, I noticed the date on the screen: 4-April-30-. Dick would be killed 
three weeks from now, shot by Kisero guerrillas. 

Shaped like a Rubik’s Cube, I jetted toward J’ai. And necessarily, 
toward the universal core. That sink of entropy, that quintatonnage 
of dead space, that umber-shrouded counterpart to the primal bang— - 
too often I’ve thought about its irresistible attraction, its fatal singu- 
larity. But now my thoughts were different, trivial and silly. Dick 
would die. His representation would be deleted. Cosmic doom was 
nothing compared to his simulated death. 

Egon would laugh at me for being sentimental. 

I spun my trailing face anxiously. I applied a calming transform. 

“Nice outfit,” Egon said. “But who are you supposed to be?” 
“Parafette.” I smoothed a rumple in my black pedant’s robe. “The 
dowager ethician.” 

Egon smiled. “You’re symbolizing your disapproval. Fine.” He 
turned toward the deckwall, whispered to J’ai. A brown tube almost 
the length of his hand budded up from the wall. Sweet-smelling 
smoke rose up from one end of the tube; it was a marijuana cigar. 
Egon took it. “I’ll commemorate my rebirth.” 

He sucked on the cigar, then started coughing. 

When he had recovered I said, “I can only give you half the trans- 
form now.” 

“Half? I thought we had an agreement.” 

“We did. And I intend to fulfill it. But first I want to discuss your 
plans.” 

Watching me, he took a slow, gentle drag from the cigar. Then he 
said, “OK We can talk. But you won’t change my mind. And you’ve 
got to dump me the first half right now.” He turned, glanced up at the 
vegetable grid, then knocked on the deckwall. “J’ai, a receiving duct?” 
A rectangular contact duct, platinum-coated and inches long, bud- 
ded out from the wall. “I’ll have to transform,” I said. 

“Do what you need to do,” Egon said. 

I fused the fingers of my right hand together, making an optic chan- 
nel. I inserted it into the duct, proceeded dumping. It took four or 
five seconds to complete; my protohuman morphology slowed me 
down. Or maybe it was the calming transform. As I dumped I tried to 
locate Dick’s vegetable body out of the trillions above us. I couldn’t. 
Egon waved the cigar in front of my face. “Want a hit?” 

“No, thanks,” I said. I pulled out of die duct, reconfigured my hand, 
turned toward my brother. “You can destroy yourself if you want. I’ll 
plead with you beforehand, grieve for you afterward, but I won’t pre- 
vent you from exercising your free will.” 

Egon smiled. “That’s gracious of you, Madame Parafette. Though 
I’m not so sure that I’ll be destroying myself.” 

“But you will be. A black hole can’t be transformed. It’s dead matter.” 
“It can’t be? Is that a principle of physics, or just a measure of your 
ignorance?” 

This wasn’t going the way I’d hoped it would. “You can’t transform 
null space. There are no protocols, no subatomic context to work 
with. But that only brings me to my main point. By transforming your- 
self into a black hole, you are denying the universe a portion of the 
subatomic context.” 

“That’s right, isn’t it!” Egon giggled. “If I destroyed myself some 
other way, exploding or something, you’d have all my particles to 
fashion a new person!” 

“Exactly,” I said. “Therein lies the immorality of your plans. Black 
holes diminish the person-forming capacities of the subatomic con- 
text” 

Egon made an effort to look stem. “Madame Parafette, I’m afraid 
you’ve badly misjudged my own code of ethics. See, I don’t — ” He 
stalled giggling, managed to control himself, said, “I don’t give a shit 
about the subatomic context. I don’t care a bit about its person-form- 
ing capacities. I don’t—” He giggled again, for a longer period, so hard 
that teal's streamed down from his dilated eyes. As he giggled I felt a 
growing sense of despair. Was my brother a nihilist? Had life for him 
lost all sense of purpose? Or was it just the THC from his cigar inter- 



fering with his neurotransmitters and distorting a usually moral eth- 
ical code? 

“Rachel, it’s not the drug," he finally managed to say. (Apparently 
I’d become so distraught I’d started widebanding my emotions.) “And 
it’s not even a sense of nihilism.” He wiped liis eyes. “It’s just that I 
don’t believe it’s right that we’ve co-opted eveiy atom of matter in the 
universe. There used to be other tilings— planets and cities and aliens 
and plants. There used to be variety. But now it’s all one lump of 
human flesh, and—” (lie suppressed a giggle by biting on his cigar)— 
“I think it’s wrong.” 

A naturalist My brother was a naturalist. My protoheart thumped 
inside my chest. “But we can instantiate as other things. Like J’ai — 
she’s a ship. And I’m a librarian. And groups have mass-transformed 
into planets even.” 

“Oh, that’s a feeble argument, Madame.” He spat the end of his cigar 
onto the floor; J’ai absorbed the noxious weed. “Real planets don’t 
have minds. They don’t have transform capabilities, or communication 
pathways, or identity locii. They’re just dirt and rock and magma.” 

They’re just mindless tilings without moral worth, I almost added, 
but didn’t; that was what Parafette would have said, and I think my 
brother would have only giggled in reply. Instead, I transformed my 
pedant’s robe into my usual corduroy pantsuit, complete with the 
millipede brooch. 

“Giving up so soon?" Egon said. He didn’t seem to care that I’d bro- 
ken the rule against transforming. 

“No. Changing tactics." I stepped away from Egon. The smoke 
made me feel giddy. “You like planets and mountains and cities, even 
if they’re mindless?” 

“ Especially if they’re mindless.” 

“Then why not transform into a piece of marble, or a loveseat, or 
a bag of sand? I can give you transforms that would render you mind- 
less. Why transform into a black hole?” 

Egon giggled. “What a funny question! It should be obvious.” He 
pointed at the universal core. “We’re all going to be part of a big black 
hole not too many years from now! I’m simply embracing the 
inevitable!” 

This dulled me. It was nihilism, albeit with a naturalistic bent. I 
felt powerless, ineffectual. What arguments can you make against 
the crunch? 

“Sis? You OK?” 

I was leaning against the deckwall, letting the back of my blazer, 
the rear end of my pants, slip through the micropores and out into 
cold space. “Give me a couple more hours. Then I’ll give you the rest 
of the transform.” 

Egon giggled. “You better give it to me. Otherwise, who knows how 
I might damage myself?” 

As I moved through the deckwall I saw him touch the hot end of 
the cigar to his cheek. 

I enabauzed just outside Dick’s camp. 
I had no invitation, and I was risking 
scenario dissonance by enabalizing 
where homunculi might see me. I 

didn’t care. 

Well, of course I did care, but I’d intensified the calming transform 
to the point that my caring didn’t matter much. 

No one saw me anyway. The soldiers were gone, along with their 
armored truck. I strode over to the main tent and tapped on its alu- 
minum-framed canvas door. A moment later Makatta opened it. He 
had bags beneath his eyes, stubble on his face, and smelled as though 
he was badly in need of a shower. “Ah, Ms. Witherspoon,” he said, 
smiling. “We thought you had gone back to America.” 

“No.” I realized then that days of scenario time must have passed 
since I’d been here. “Is Dick around?” 

Makatta shook his head. “He’s digging.” 

“Nearby?" 
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“At site four.” He closed the door halfway then, apparently chang- 
ing his mind, pushed it back open. “I will take you there.” 

We had only walked a few meters from the tent before he 
stopped, surveyed the compound, then looked at me. “Did the army 
bring you here?” 

“Huh?” 

“The army.” He pretended to hold a gun. “Boom-boom.” 

“Oh, yes," I said. I dampened the calming transform a little, so that 
I could think clearly. The Tanzanian Army hadn’t completely pulled 
out of the Olduvai Gorge area until May 15th; I hoped my lie would 
be plausible. “An armored truck.” 

Makatta sighed. “They sent an armed escort for Ribs and Smod. 
Special care with foreigners, yet what about our national treasures?” 
He spread his arms wide, as if to embrace the entire gorge. “Not even 
a rifleman to defend us anymore.” He laughed, seeming more 
resigned than bitter. “Maybe the Kisero will tread lightly.” 

“Maybe,” I said. Other than gratuitously shooting him and Dick, tire 
Kisero would indeed treat the excavation sites with utmost respect. 

Makatta led me out of the compound and along the edge of the 
gorge, in tire direction of tire place where I had enabalized during my 
first visit. As we walked, he asked me where I’d been since he last saw 
me; I told him I had been in Dar es Salaam, interviewing refugees and 
soldiers, faxing reports back to tire Village Voice eveiy other day. He 
didn’t ask me why I hadn’t brought any reporting apparatus with me. 

After about ten minutes, we left the gorge and began following a 
trail up a ravine. We passed several exploratory excavation sites: neat 
cube-shaped holes a meter on each side, dug out of the dirt and sand- 
stone, lined with clear plastic weatherproofing, marked by an alu- 
minum pole bearing a holographic tag and a colored ribbon. The rib- 
bons were red, green, blue or yellow. The red was a little brighter 
than the red portion of Egon’s hair. Too bold, I imagined Egon say- 
ing, frowning as he scrutinized the fabric. He’d prefer— 

“What do the colors mean?” I asked Makatta, trying to forestall tire 
surge of grief I felt approaching. 

“Each of us has a color. Whoever digs the sample tags it with his 
color. I am blue.” 

About half the ribbons were blue. “Looks like you’ve been busier 
than the others.” 

“Exploitation of the natives," he said. He sounded amused, 
resigned. I was about to ask him if he was joking but then we came 
around a brittle stand of acacia trees and we could see Dick. 
“Rachel!” he called out “Come for tea?” 

“Of course,” I shouted back. 

Dick was about twenty meters up the 
side of the ravine, sitting in the shade of 
a big green tarpaulin. He had a thermos 
and a book before him. Behind him was 

an excavation hole much wider and deeper than die other holes I’d 
seen. 

“I must return to the camp,” Makatta said. He started back down 
the trail. 

I climbed up to the tarpaulin. 

“Hope you don’t mind the shade,” Dick said when I reached him. 
He touched a brown spot on his temple. “If I get a malignancy, it’s 
three days wasted getting it treated.” 

As if it mattered, I thought. Out loud I said: “More like twenty min- 
utes.” 

My remark seemed to puzzle him for a moment, then he smiled. 
“That’s right. I’m accelerated here with respect to outside. Gives me 
more time to analyze my character afterward. But — oh, bloody hell, 
how rude of me.” He unscrewed the black stopper from the top of his 
thermos, then poured some tea into the plastic cup that was sitting 
by his book. “Hope you don’t mind— this cup’s all I have.” 

“That’s fine,” I said. As I took the cup I noticed the book was one 
of the Russian volumes. “How’re you doing with your lessons?” 



“ Ladna . OK. But it’ll be weeks before I can make sense of 
Klovenka.” Dick indicated tire hole behind him. “I’ve got the fossil 
site. I’ve got the apparatus. I’ve got tire reconstruction software. But 
I won’t be able to put the pieces together until I can figure out how 
Klovenka analyzed firings.” 

I studied the hole. It was about three meters wide, two meters tall, 
and a meter deep. It exposed two distinct layers of strata, each tilted 
about fifteen degrees above fire horizontal. Tire top layer was dark, 
probably basalt, and fire bottom layer was chalky-white, almost cer- 
tainly limestone. There was a fairly complete fossilized skeleton of a 
fish in the limestone, along with miscellaneous chunks of fossils I 
couldn’t identify. The basalt contained more chunks, along with a 
larger fossil that projected a few centimeters out of the plane of the 
cut and which looked like it might be a hominoid fenrur. 

The hole was framed by various pieces of equipment: a radioiso- 
tope scanner, photometers, and a stratascraper. The stratascraper 
was partially disassembled, its blade case open and empty. I pointed 
at it. “What happened?” 

“It was on the fritz,” Dick said. “Started slicing off fossils along with 
the rock. Couldn’t get it fixed, given the political situation.” He pat- 
ted the nretal toolbox sitting beside Irinr. “So I’ve been digging the 
old-fashioned way. Dental picks and trowels.” 

“But don’t you need to strip the rock molecule by molecule?” 
“Ideally, yes. The finer the resolution of the model, the more accu- 
rate the reconstruction. But they didn’t even have ’scrapers in 
Klovenka’s time.” Dick smiled. “Do you see what I’ve found?” 

“You mean here? A human femur?" 

“No, not that. That belongs to a pig. I meant the — oh, I’ll show you.” 
He stood and went into tire cut “Tlris.” He touched a U-shaped col- 
lection of fossils a few centimeters above fire pig’s bone. “The skull 
of Homo habilus.” 

I saw it now: fire fossils making the U-shape were teeth, and there 
was an oval smudge beside them that was the base of the skull. If 
there were no rock, we would be looking through fire foramen into 
fire empty braincase. 

“Four fingers up here, and part of a pelvis.” Dick touched other 
smudges. “A male pelvis, by fire looks of it.” Dick spoke in a stento- 
rian voice. “We’re gazing upon a gentleman who’s been encased in 
stone for 2.1 million years. A well-preserved gentleman, in fact. Do 
you what that means?” 

“You can use Klovenka’s software to reconstruct your gentleman.” 
“Exactly! I’ve got the context and the fossil, now I can extrapolate 
fire organism." He touched the smudge that was the base of tire skull. 
“We’ll see if our gent had Wernicke’s area, Broca’s area, the entire set 
of speech structures. If we find them, we’ll know that he could talk. 
We’ll vindicate Klovenka!" 

But we wouldn’t. I remembered Klovenka now. Tire Russian had 
faked Iris data, invented his references, dressed his pseudoscientific 
methods in suits of fancy language. His software could no more 
reconstruct soft tissues from a hard skull then I could transform the 
null context of a black hole into my brother’s body. 

I intensified tire calming transform until I stalled feeling drowsy. 
Dick sat down beside me, touched nry shoulder. “Something wrong?” 
“No.” I wanted to close my eyes and sleep. “Actually, there's some- 
thing.” 

“Yes?” 

“The debate. It was—” I yawned, modified the transform slightly. 
Anxiety canre back, disturbing but manageable. “It was a joke. A dis- 
aster.” I started winding the hern of my skill around my middle fin- 
ger. “I have no choice but to give him the transform." 

“Nonsense," Dick said. “You have fire lrigher moral ground. Use it 
to your advantage.” He gestured at the cut. “Bring him here and I’ll 
put him to work. Maybe if he learns to appreciate the past, he’ll be 
less indifferent about the future.” 

The future — 

I’d wound nry skirt so tight that my finger hurt. I loosened it, inten- 
sified fire transform again.“Won’t work. Egon would never spend a 
minute inside a scenario.” 

“One of those, is he? I know the type. Can’t live vicariously, can’t 
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idle away inside their brainspace. Have to do great deeds outside.” 
He moved closer to me, and I realized I couldn’t see my reflection in 
his eyes. “Have him write an epic poem, choreograph a dance pro- 
duction, circle the universe. Something big.” 

I shook my head no. “He’s been doing big tilings for eons. Doing 
anything less than a black hole would be a step backward.” I had an 
insight then. “It’s inevitable. Just like the crunch. We’re going to lose 
his sixty kilos of subatomic context.” I intensified the transform some 
more, but it didn’t seem to make any difference. “There’s nothing — ” 
I yawned — “I can do.” 

Dick’s cheek twitched. “Are you drugged?" 

“No. Just a calming transform. I have to adjust the protocols to — ” 
I blinked, shook my head — “optimize my performance.” 

Dick snapped his fingers. “Why don’t you optimize your brother’s 
performance, then? Give him something that will affect his attitude. 
Something that’ll make him long for life. Something that’ll make him 
hate the idea of taking those sixty kilos.” 

“No, sir.” I eased back on the transform, focused on what Dick had 
said. “It’s unethical to give transforms not requested.” 

“Oh, blast ethics, Rachel. You’re going to have to do something 
unethical.” 

I squirmed. “It’d be technically difficult. I’m dumping the transform 
to the girlfriend, and I imagine she’ll distribute copies of it to Egon 
and their — associates. Neurophysiological transforms have to be tai- 
lored for the mind they’re being applied to. There’s no telling what 
effect a transform designed to make Egon happy will have on some- 
body else. I could create monsters.” 

Dick stalled to speak— 

Boom, boom, boom. 

Hard-tipped Pericles missiles, I judged. Exploding twenty or 
twenty-five kilometers to the northeast. Though I started shaking, I 
didn’t intensify the calming transform. 

“I’m risking my life here, Rachel. Any day a bomb could get me. But 
it’s a risk I’m willing to take.” His cheek twitched three times. “What’s 
one’s life measured against the possible scientific rewards?” 

The question was absurd — this was just a scenario. But instead of 
pointing this out I said, “You’re saying that the reward of saving Egon 
is worth the risk of damaging his friends.” 

“Exactly. Make the cost-benefit analysis. You can’t win if you don’t 
take a risk.” 

I wrapped my skirt around my thumb, thought: Dick risked, Dick 
will lose. I remembered the image of his bullet-ridden coipse, lying 
face-down at the bottom of Olduvai Gorge. I stood up. “No. I can’t 
take the risk.” 

“What? You’ll just give your brother the rest of the transform?” 
“No. I think I won’t return to him.” 

“You mean — ” Dick began as I disenabalized. 

I WAS FLEEING. 

Away from the vegetable grid, toward Egon and the central core. 
Toward Egon, nearing what I wanted to escape, because I was hoping 
I would take him by surprise, that he’d realize my tine intentions only 
as I passed him. Toward the central core because I wanted to reach an 
interstitial pathway where I could accelerate to near-light speed. 

Tine, there’s no such thing as true escape in our bounded universe. 
But a near-luminal librarian is awfully hard to stop. 

I neared J’ai. She was a point, then a blur, then for a brief moment 
a teardrop of electromagnetic radiance, Egon a mute warmth inside 
her. As I passed them, they signaled me. 

Come back, 

I didn’t respond. 

I accelerated now at 2800 Gs, the absolute limit within the sub- 
atomic context. Even at this rate, virtual individuals came into exis- 
tence within the plume of my ramjet’s exhaust, appealing then van- 
ishing almost instantaneously. 

Come back, Rachel, come back, Egon signaled me. 

I was three hundred kilometers from the pathway. 

I’ll hurl myself. 

I was fifty kilometers from the pathway. 



I'll find another librarian, 

I budded portside ramjets, brought myself parallel to the pathway, 
prepared to slip into one of the outermost slots. Another librarian? 
No other librarian would be moved by Egon’s tantrums, no other 
librarian would give him a single superstring modulus. The inner 
loops of the pathway were a coalescing mixture of approaching 
blueshifts and receding redshifts; around them were the flitting 
sparks of slower vehicles. I registered a slot that would be open in 
thirty seconds, a conglomerate vehicle, oddly signatured, decelerat- 
ing within it. As soon as the conglomerate passed, I could enter. 

I’ll report your delinquency. 

As if any authority would listen. 

Twenty seconds. Ten seconds. I signaled to the conglomerate my 
intent to enter its slot. The conglomerate acknowledged me. 

As it passed me, I understood why its signature was odd. 

It was a four-man. Four slender persons, linked by their arms into 
a circle, faces looking forward, flaring nostrils and open mouths 
spewing forth ionic flames. In their bowels would be their accelerat- 
ing engines. I had not seen a four-man in 3 million years. 

But by their time-sense, they had probably left the subatomic con- 
text only months ago. 

At near-light speeds I’d have that time sense. I’d similarly shrink my 
last 1.8 million years. 

I didn’t want to see the crunch so soon. 

I thrust into a curve that would take me back to Egon. 

“I THOUGHT YOU’D FORGOTTEN US,” EGON SAID, COMING OUT OF HIS 
cabin. He had a latex band cinched around his arm above the elbow, 
and a capillary hypodermic fastened to the inside of his arm. Balls of 
brown liquid progressed slowly through the capillary and into a vein. 
“An endorphin precursor. Care for a tube?” 

“No thanks,” I said. “Though a gin and tonic might be nice.” 

J’ai budded a glass from the deckwall and I took it 

“You should be proud of yourself," Egon said. “Duty before scru- 
ples.” 

“What can I say? I’m a professional.” 

“Exactly!” His face was flushed. He was breathing fast and shal- 
lowly. He tapped his capillary and a larger drop of liquid flowed 
through it. “Here’s to black holes.” 

“To black holes,” I said, raising my glass in a toast I drank the gin 
and tonic down in a few gulps. When I felt the warmth suffuse 
through my body, I said, “Let’s get it over with.” 

J’ai budded a contact duct from the deckwall. I transformed my 
hand into an optic channel, stuck it in the duct, started dumping. 
Micrograms of protocols, tiny lengths of superstrings. Twice my 
checksums were off and I had to repeat the sequence; the alcohol 
had impaired my performance. When I had finished and withdrawn 
my hand, I turned to Egon and said, “One black hole transform, half 
a gram of data, ready to be used.” 

Egon beamed. 

It was almost the truth. 

I ENABALIZED INSIDE A DISINTEGRATING 
scenario. The sky was dark but the 
ground was bright; it was as if I were on 
an airless planet lit by a hidden sun. I 

was walking in Olduvai Gorge. Everything was out of focus: the aca- 
cias were fuzzy, shadows distorted as I passed them. Occasionally, 
extraneous memories appeared— faces emerged then vanished in the 
cliff walls, miniature palaces floated down ravines, lawn chairs 
skimmed above the ground. Once I saw Makatta, playing a flute as he 
emerged from the earth and rose toward the sky. I heard crickets, 
salsa bands, waves crashing on rocky shores. I smelled drying blood, 
fresh sawdust, bouquets of roses. 

I couldn’t hear my own footsteps. 

Continued on page 99 
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Cyber-surfers hoped that riding the waves of the information superhighway would help them survive the 
coming plague. But did Wirehead byte off more than he could chew? 



Kollapse 



BY GREGORY BENFORD 
Illustration by Michael Dubisch 



W hen the Kollapse came, 
Wirehead jumped to his 
feet, knocking over his 
stand of compact discs 
with a clatter. He picked up 
his Kollapse Kit 2.4, his 
own design, and slung it 
over his back. It weighed 
over twenty kilos — nobody on the Net used old-fashioned 
English units — and he waddled heavily as he started 
directly for the front door of his family home. 

In the street, people were looking around in wonder, 
trying to figure out what to do. With no real data to go on, 
their murmurings were mere gossip and speculation. 

He avoided their questions. If they had not prepared 
for this day, if they did not have the database to fathom 
how the threads of complexity in modem society could 
warp and buckle under the sheer stress of the modernity 
of it all, that was their problem. 

He had said this many times on polisci.talk.com, one of 
the Net bulletin boards devoted to earnest and insightful 
discussions of just such possibilities— no, certainties, 
Wirehead reminded himself— as the Collapse. Or the Kol- 
lapse, as some of the more hip and aware guys on the Net 
called it. 



He went back inside and took the extra set of keys to the 
family car from the secret place he had hidden them, right 
beside the car itself in the garage. He hit the button for the 
automatic garage door opener and nothing happened. 

So the electrical grid had gone out already. Very well; 
that just verified one of his predictions in “Overture to the 
Krunch,” apiece he had written forApocalypse.on-line.net 
over two years before. It had even been excerpted on 
HotWired, the on-line magazine. 

He pulled the release cord on the door opener and 
grunted as he heaved upward on the door handle. It slid 
up with a reverberating metallic clatter that sounded to 
Wirehead like the death rattle of civilization itself. He 
could hear his parents calling his name in the house but 
he ignored them because, of course, they had no appli- 
cation now to the problems of this wholly new and trans- 
formed world. 

Wirehead got into his father’s car and backed out into 
the street. There was a change in the tenor of the back- 
ground noises. People were shouting angrily, others were 
simply alarmed, their cozy routines disturbed, the infinite 
buffet of services at an end. Pathetic voices, unable to 
deal with even so predictable a phenomenon as a power 
failure. Nineteenth century tech, yet most people did not 
understand even the rudiments of it. 



He drove toward the East, which he had decided in his careful 
plans of several years before afforded the best escape route. In his 
rearview mirror— more exactly, in his father’s, since Wirehead spent 
all his money on computer gear and Net on-line costs and had noth- 
ing left for lesser hardware like cars — he saw his parents come out 
of the house and begin to run after him. 

They were both nearly fifty and, therefore, hopelessly mired in the 
thought patterns of the dead past. He stepped on the gas. The full- 
throated growl of the engine, another piece of antiquated tech but still 
useful, filled him with purpose. Soon his parents dwindled away in 
the reai-view mirror, even though they had begun miming with sur- 
prising speed. His father lasted longer, though of course that came 
from the pointless sports his father had wasted time on instead of 
sharpening his computer skills. That was the old way and the Kol- 
lapse would sweep aside men like his father. His mother was just a 
woman. Neither would fit into the world that was being bom today. 

As he left town he saw a lot of other people doing the same. How 
had his Tactic Number One, “Escape from the disintegrating infra- 
structure,” leaked out to the rabble? Proba- 
bly some hacker breaking into his super- 
secret personal computer files. He mentally 
tipped his hat — though of course no one he 
knew wore a hat, and those with caps wore 
them backward — to the info-thief who had 
gotten past his digital snares and protocols. 

But then he realized that no one could have 
gotten to his files because they were all on 
floppy disks, tucked right into his Kollapse Kit 
2.4. No one could access them through the 
Net 

That meant that these people around him 
had devised tire same tactic. A scowl crossed 
Wirehead’s face, but he then reasoned that 
these mundanes would soon thin out. They 
were probably driving to take shelter with 
their relatives or some other antique notion. 

Time would prove their folly. 

I-Ie had barely reached a wooded area 
before tire car coughed and glided to a stop. 

A simple inspection of the car’s old-fashioned 
dashboard showed air analog needle which 
registered gasoline reserve. It read zero. His 
father’s fault, of course; another example 
among many of lack of foresight by a gener- 
ation now completely out-of-date. 

He got out of the car. There were no gas 
stations nearby. He hefted the Kit pack and 
set out. Wren he did pass near a gas station, 
there were a lot of people there. He stood at 
a distance and watched them bicker with the 
owner over paying for gasoline, and when a 
fight broke out, he wisely turned away into 
the woods. Incredible, arguing over the 
exchange of useful fluids for useless, sym- 
bolic paper. He had no money to buy any- 
thing, because in the new order about to 
descend upon the world in the wake of the 
Kollapse, all value would be digitized. 

Tire masters of that new millennium would 
be those who had tire Net skills to manage tire 
innovative regime. 

Shouts. He studied tire gas station through 
binoculars. A man was waving a gun. 

How pointless. Power would not come 
from old methods. That man was mired in the 
past. 

He struck out with tire sure, steady gait of 
one who has the future in his pocket and 



knows it. 

Soon dark came. He had always thought of the Kollapse coming 
with the morning, representing as it did a new day in human con- 
sciousness, so the fall of dusk was a little unsettling. Already the 
woods had petered out and he was heading into grasslands. Best to 
get as far as possible. He had a flashlight with him, a real genr, only 
thirty grams and surprisingly powerful. In the excitement he had for- 
gotten to take it out of the Kollapse Kit 2.4, and when he did now, it 
gave no light because, of course, it was solar powered. 

For weeks he had been meaning to recharge tire batteries. Well, he 
couldn’t do everything. He put it away and forged on. Bushes brushed 
him in the gathering gloom, and then he sprawled headlong into a 
ditch. He lay there calculating Iris best move. He was not iryured but, 
after a while, he decided that perhaps he should stop anyway. 

He lay there in the night and watched a satellite skim across the 
horizon. To be so visible it had to be in low orbit, and probably 
launched specially for surveillance. 

He fell asleep shivering. Kollapse Kit 2.4 had no room for bulky 
firings like blankets, which could be acquired 
later anyway in exchange for far more valu- 
able data. The thin silvered sheets he had 
brought instead helped some but weren’t 
really comforting. 

At dawn he surveyed the terrain ahead. 
Rugged, just the thing to stop the mindless 
hordes from following him. He climbed a hill 
and looked back. Through his pocket binoc- 
ulars he watched a distant highway, packed to 
a standstill with traffic, a perfect metaphor. 

Time for breakfast. He got out his laptop 
and set it on its black plastic mat. All the gear 
in the Kit was black, the only hip color. A 
black cord led to a solar array. 

He powered up and felt the gigabytes surge 
beneath his fingertips. He accessed his hard 
disk library and found EDIBLE PLANTS OF 
NORTH AMERICA. A quick word search 
found his area, and on the screen popped up 
three-color displays of leaves, berries, and 
roots. No need for geezer-style hardcopy from 
his printer, a marvel of compactness— the 
screen had way more pixels than he needed. 

He spent the half hour allotted in his sched- 
ule searching for these as he hiked along, but 
the screen colors did not match very well 
with those in nature. It occurred to Wirehead 
that maybe he should have done some field 
research about this. Still, that would have 
taken valuable time, he reasoned. He could 
not risk eating anything potentially poison- 
ous, so he slogged on. 

The few scattered houses he avoided. They 
had no satellite dishes in view and so were 
probably not tied into the Net and would be 
left behind in the New Info Order. Reorga- 
nizing the world would be, by definition, a 
global problem. How could this point have 
eluded them? 

By lunch time, he hadn’t foraged any berries 
or leaves, so he kept lus strength up with the 
one can of warm Jolt cola he had brought. This 
did not quiet his rumbling stomach, so he used 
his remaining water reserve to dissolve some 
bouillon cubes. These were beef bouillon and 
quite salty. He had been planning to heat the 
water for the bouillon over a crackling fire and 
have it along with berries and roots. Drinking 
salty cold water in file scrub desert just made 
him thirsty. 



At dawn 

he surveyed the 
terrain ahead. 
Rugged, just the 
thing to stop 
the mindless 
hordes from 
following him. 
He climbed a 
hill and looked 
back. Through 
his pocket 
binoculars he 
watched a dis- 
tant highway, 
packed to a 
standstill with 
traffic, a perfect 
metaphor. 





By this time he had gotten a sunburn even though he was wearing 
a cap. He wore the cap backward, of course, so that he did not look 
like a dork. It had a team emblem above the bill, but he never wasted 
his time watching sports and did not know what team the emblem 
represented, or even what sport. The sunburn itched a lot. He spent 
all his time indoors, on the Net, or else in the virtual reality setup he 
had built himself, complete with data gloves and spex. He thought 
about the cool recesses of cybeispace while his tongue rasped on his 
lips like a file on rock. 

He reached Focus Point 3.5 in the early afternoon. It was a cave in 
a folded sandstone ridge. He had picked it himself from a detailed 
topographical survey, available on ftp@geosurv.gov. The survey had 
not shown that below the cave was a steep drop — the resolution was 
only five meters — into thick brambles. Wirehead discovered this 
while inching along the ridgeline. He had chosen to approach Focus 
Point 3.5 from above so that he could see and assess whoever had 
already reached it. Planning was paying off. Peeling over the edge, 
he slipped and tumbled down— rolling by the cave, then over the 
chop. He estimated that it was at least two meters, a clear fall. 

Getting out of the brambles and putting bandages on several parts 
of himself took longer than he had allowed for in his plans. It was 
already late afternoon when he flopped at the entrance of the dusky 
cave. He lay there panting and noticed that his shoes had worn 
down considerably, even though they were made of the latest high- 
impact plastics. 

No time to search for firewood. He was tired anyway. He lay there 
and thought about ice cream until he heard footsteps. 

It was HeavyLink, marching along under an antique Desert Storm 
field helmet. Wirehead recognized HeavyLink and the helmet from the 
picture posted on the Kollapse bulletin board. He had never met 
HeavyLink before, of course, because there was no need to travel in 
real space when your mind was free in cyberspace. 

“Hi,” he said. 

“Uh, hi.” HeavyLink was shorter than Wirehead had expected, some- 
how, with a big belly. 

“Glad tameecha, Heavy.” Wirehead shook hands. HeavyLink’s grip 
was soft. 

“We’re in the big time, Wired.” 

Wirehead’s real name was Arnold, like Schwarzenegger, but on the 
Net he was Wfrehead@user.web.com. and preferred to stay that way, 
even face to face. 

“Dig, that’s your own Kit, right?” Heavy always used retro '60s 
slang. 

“Kollapse Kit 2.4, my own design.” 

“Mine is, too.” Heavy grunted as he let his Kit pack thump to the 
floor of the cave. “Apocalypse Angel ’96.” 

To Wirehead it looked like an ordinary wilderness backpack with 
APOCA ANGEL stenciled across the back in flaming red. One of the 
sore spots on the Kollapse bulletin board was that some people just 
wouldn’t agree on a standard terminology for Kits. Some used the 
clear, orderly number system, just like for software, while others 
like HeavyLink just slapped on the year when they’d conceived the 
plan for their Kits. 

Covering his annoyance, Wirehead started breaking out some of his 
gear. It was all custom, hardwired for the Kollapse, high bandwidth. 
“I figure it was the currency tumble,” Wirehead said. 

“Huh?" HeavyLink was unpacking, too. “Howzzat?” 

“International trading broke down, ’cause somebody finally hacked 
the Treasury Exchange.” 

“Total B.S." 

Wirehead bit his inner lip but kept calm. HeavyLink was a neo-Net- 
ter compared with Wirehead, and you had to tolerate some crap from 
them sometimes. “Most probable cause of all, Syntho said.” 

“No way." Syntho was a CompuServe megahacker who had broad- 
cast on all the boards an elaborate scheme for breaking into the 
Exchange. “That was just PR he put out.” 

“He said he was spreading it so that the proper authorities could 
prevent any really bad guys from spiking in,” Wirehead said. 

HeavyLink made an imitation fait sound, which was pretty authen- 



tic. “That was pure cover. He just wanted credit for the idea, is all.” 
“OK then, so what did cause the Kollapse?” 

“Obvious. Somebody hacked the credit info, all the bank records, 
the works.” 

Wirehead frowned. “I heard of that somewhere.” 

“Sure, in How to Surf the Coming Catastrophe.” 

“I’ve got that on floppy.” 

“So do I.” 

“Maybe I’ll read it right now.” 

HeavyLink kept unpacking his gear. “Who’s got the time?” 

“You mean you didn’t read it either?” 

HeavyLink shrugged. “Slid my eyes over the abstract in the 
Squeezed Books CD listing.” 

“I’ve got that, too." Wirehead didn’t like being down on data, but at 
least he had it in the two dozen CDs he carried, right next to the built- 
in CD reader on his laptop, cozy as anything. 

A big black slab like a huge single wing came shooting over the 
horizon. To Wirehead it looked a lot like the paper airplanes he had 
sailed in grade school. “Stealth bomber!” he cried in surprise, his war- 
gaming years coming back in a rash. 

The shock wave knocked both of them over. The dark wedge fled 
over the horizon, leaving a thin white trail that quickly evaporated. 
“War!” HeavyLink shouted. “Not some systems hacking— war.” 

“I would have heard about it on the Net. I was on-line when the Kol- 
lapse started and—” 

“It’s plain as Unix, man.” HeavyLink slapped the last of his setup 
together. “I’ll get on-line and show you.” 

Wirehead was not going to be outdone in the field quite so easily. 
He had his laptop out pronto, and popped the short cable to a disk 
like an upside-down Frisbee. Its rim flared out rather than turning in, 
but guys in the biz called them thrower disks anyway, because 
pointed at the sky, they could throw messages clear around the Earth. 
The disk had an aluminum base with holes punched in the struts to 
reduce weight. Top of the line. 

He powered up. The whine of the hard drive was a comforting song 
in the strife of the moment. Up came his operating system. Effort- 
lessly he punched in single-key commands that brought on whole 
slabs of software, customized for just this moment. 

“Way past wicked fast, man,” HeavyLink whispered with approval, 
and then bent to his own setup. 

Wirehead loved the warm, blissful rivulets that trickled up his 
spine, pure cyberpleasure, as his laptop ran five different search pro- 
grams on true, thirty-two bit, inter-threaded preemptive multitask- 
ing. Micro macho to the max! Rapt, he watched the entire comput- 
ing power of western civ, circa 1972 labor in his lap. The flat panel 
adjusted to full the slanting sunset glare with no problem, sharp and 
true, full color, high res. 

His dish worked the exact microwave frequency of the geosyn- 
chronous satellite, with high signal to noise ratio. He got through the 
usual blocks and soon was acing the protocols in highly select chan- 
nels: NorAmComm, WorldNet, ZyncOn. His search pattern covered 
the whole range. 

Only, nothing was coming in. “Blank, nada, zero,” he muttered as 
he slapped three of the search patterns onto the Windows display at 
once. Not a burble of traffic. 

“No pace in the pixels,” he muttered, feeling uneasy. He let the pat- 
terns run background and resorted to the highest level he had, a pro- 
gram he had gotten on the sly from a pirate bulletin board operation. 

Nothing. Here he had the computing power that could have run 
the whole Apollo moon landing, dedicated to making Donald Duck, 
in a spitting rage, pop up in icon to tell him there was nothing, noth- 
ing at all, flying on any search. 

“It’s...it’s all gone" he muttered. 

HeavyLink looked over his own laptop screen. “I can’t believe it.” 
“The whole Net. Down.” Wirehead caressed his keyboard, filling the 
soft green background with yellow type. Meaningless, but reassuring. 
“You don’t suppose...?” 

Continued on page 98 
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Sp’s 

Cinematic 

Sentinel 

Syd Mead's slick designs show us our true tomorrows. 

BY ALLEN STEELE 



/ N LATE 1984, I WAS WRITING MY 
first SF novel when I hit a cre- 
ative snag. Although I had already 
spent countless hours research- 
ing twenty-first century space 
technology, I was still having a 
hard time visualizing the interior 
of the near-future space station in 
which most of tire story was to take place. 

Obviously, Olympus Station would be s 
more sophisticated than Skylab or Mir, on the f 
other hand, neither would it have the too-slick, j 
plush-carpeted look of U.S.S. Enteiprise from j 
Star Trek. I wanted the station’s living and 1 
work spaces to be functional and suitably | 
high-tech, yet have a certain lived-in look.. .and, 1 
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PREVIOUS PAGE: Petei' Hyams, director 
of the film 2010, commissioned this image 
as a publicity poster meant exclusively 
for the movie trade. Mead was asked to 
show just enough of the spaceship Leonov 
to pique interest. 



above all, it had to be plausible. If I couldn’t 
see this in my own mind’s eye, then how could 
I successfully describe it to my readers? 

T hat December, the 

cinematic version of 
Arthur C. Clarke’s 
novel 2010 opened in 
the theaters. When I 
went to see it, I was 
stunned by the elabo- 
rate sets built for the 
Russian spacecraft 
Leonov, for they were 
almost exactly the sort of thing I myself had 
been struggling to develop. I saw 2010 four 
times during its theatrical run, sitting close 
to the screen to observe the minute details 
of the set designs and mentally incorporate 



them with my own ideas. Then, on Christ- 
mas Eve, I scrolled a fresh sheet of paper 
into my typewriter and started writing 
Orbital Decay all over again from scratch, 
with this certain look in mind. 

Several years later, I discovered that I 
wasn’t the only SF writer whose works had 
been profoundly influenced by the “look and 
feel" of a movie. While writing his early 
“Sprawl” stories, William Gibson had much 
the same experience upon seeing Blade 
Runner for the first time; many other 
authors had been similarly affected by ’80s 
SF movies like Tron and Aliens. 

What these four films share in common is 
that they all incorporated designs — whether 
they be spaceships or cityscapes, lightcycles 
or flying cars— which sprang from the draw- 
ing board of Syd Mead. 



84 





Syd Mead is one of the small handful of 
artists who deserves the term “visual futurist" 
He doesn’t simply illustrate; he takes his craft 
a step further, imagining the more practical 
aspects of the future. Yet, so far as I know, 
Mead has never painted a cover for a SF 
paperback or magazine, nor has he been given 
a Hugo or Chesley award for his artwork. 

Nonetheless, he’s been around for a long 
time now; you’ve probably admired Iris art 
without realizing it was his. Along with his 
film work, he has designed automobiles for 
General Motors, rendered futuristic art for 
U.S. Steel and Alcoa, done conceptual paint- 
ings of everything from light-rail trains to 
catamaran cruise ships, and — most 

recently — done the graphics for a hot com- 
puter game called CyberRace. Although his 
signature is often lost in the margins and his 




style has been widely imitated, Iris paintings 
contain a certain panache that is uniquely his 
own. 

Glance through his portfolio Sentinel 
(Dragon’s Dream, 1979), and you’ll begin to 
notice a few things. Although he depicts the 
human figure as well as he does machines, 
the eye is always drawn back from the men 
and women to the sleek vehicles near which 
they’re standing. These vehicles— whether 
they be cars, spacecraft, or even time 
machines— have drat certain drop-dead feel- 
ing of verisimilitude. Likewise his homes, 
offices, public squares: these are places that 
almost seem familiar, as though you know 
you’ve visited them. 

His paintings achieve a perfect balance 
between fantasy and reality, tire techno-mag- 
ical and the readily obtainable... and herein 



LEFT: Mead’s vision of an exotic party 
in the future was the first painting 
meant for a limited edition poster 
series. ABOVE: The recent computer 
game hit CyberRace was inspired by 
this picture, one of three done for a 
Japanese sports fair. 




ABOVE: When Aliens was nominated for 
an Academy Award, the film images were 
too dark to display on television, so direc- 
tor Jim Cameron asked Mead to prepare 
this image to use instead. BELOW 
RIGHT: Mead designed this Aliens 
freighter hull to Jill the largest set in 
Pinewood Studios. The ramp with the tur- 
ret provided the setting for the film’s cli- 
mactic battle. RIGHT: This image ivas one 
of three displayed at the Cannes Film 
Festival to provide visibility and gain 
support for Johnny Mnemonic. It helped 
raise $15,000,000. 






lies the secret behind this deft illusion. 

As Meade explains in the videotape pro- 
file Cybei'Dreams Presents: An Interview 
With Futurist Syd Mead, although he began 
drawing spaceships and such while still a 
child, after getting out of the Army, he 
enrolled in commercial art school. After 
graduation, he went to work for the auto 
industry, designing concept cars for Detroit. 
This experience not only disciplined his 
imagination, but also gave him a sense of 
how things really work. 

ays Mead during the 
interview: “Then you 
take the methodology 
and the awareness of 
how the real world 
makes tilings, and trans- 
fer that into the fantasy 
world, and all your fan- 
tasy constructions can 
be recomposited and 
made into a format that looks logical, even 
though they don’t.. .and probably never 
wilL.really exist.” 

CyberRace, for example, began as a paint- 
ing of a pit stop at a futuristic racetrack. 
When asked to create a game based upon this 
picture, he used computer-aided technology 
to actually design high-speed race cars of the 



next century. The results are machines that 
really exist in eveiy sense, except that you 
can’t check the oil or change the tires. 

As Mead further explains in the interview, 
this includes a creative process that 
includes careful observation of visual 
cues — such as how light makes things 
appear at various times of day, under dif- 
ferent conditions— which he deposits in a 
mental library. “And then,” he says, “you cre- 
ate a scenario that doesn’t exist, and you 
bring in all those familiar cues that you 
remember, and you put that together with 
the design, and what you come up with is a 
believable, really very logical, very tightly 
constructed fantasy.” 

In other words: heavy light. 

That’s oxymoronic, so be it. SF writers 
often have to fight to find the right words 
that express what they mean to say. Some- 
times it takes genius of the likes of Syd Mead 
to point the way. 



For more information and to purchase 
piints, write to Oblagon, 1716 North 
Gardner ; Los Angeles, CA, 90046. 

To enter into the creative process from 
this artist’s point of view, purchase the 
Studio Image series, which is packed with 
Syd Mead’s concept drawings as well as his 
brilliantly colored illustrations. □ 
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-Jhe Ninth 

Expiation 



One body, two souls, a thousand missions— and Nys the Destroyer was hungry! 

BY JO CLAYTON 
Illustration by Carol Heyer 

A SHIMMER. 

For a moment two roads exist, two dusty 
white lines of rutted hardpan, one empty and 
on the other, a gaudy travel wagon with iron 
wheels, a woman dressed in steel and leather 
on the driver’s bench, her waist-length shag 
of moon-colored hair blowing into tangles 
about her shoulders. On the bench beside 
her, an outsized white cat with blue-green eyes, its mask and points 
a glinting pewter. Pulling the wagon, a large black horse. Circling 
above the wagon an equally outsized hawk. 

A blink. 

The roads merge. 

The travel wagon is suddenly shabby with rubber tires on rims 
with wire spokes, the tread worn almost bald. On its sides, in peeling 
paint and sunfaded pastels, are the remnants of signs in the style of 
circus posters; they advertise Arryn and her Thinking Beasts. 

The woman’s hair is now loosely braided into a single plait. She 
wears a brown felt, hat with a wide brim that looks like mice have 
chewed on it, a light brown man’s workshirt, and a darker brown 
skirt that reaches past the tops of wom cowboy boots. The crows- 
feet at the corners of her eyes are like white threads against the 
brown of her face. 



She was bom of a people accustomed to two souls, conceived 
during a war that lasted a day, a night, half another day, and when it 
was done, both sides had lost. She crawled from her wounded 
mother’s womb a white worm, wriggling blind until she discovered 
shape and with it rage, hate and self-disgust. Until she discovered 
how to numb that pain with blood. Until the Judges caught her, 
changed her, sent her to exile with others who had sinned, and sen- 
tenced her to expiation, one task for every life she had taken. 

Arryn glanced up, sighed. The sun was directly overhead, white 
hot in a cloudless blue sky. “At least this time we don’t have a storm or 
crowds to stare at us. Cursed Judges. I wasn’t ready to leave Hathom.” 
Horse flicked his ears, snorted. His mindvoice was a resonant bass, 
filled with acerbic amusement. Until the expiations are done, we 
live at their pleasure, not ours, Moonwitch. 



inspected the system. “Ingenious. We haven’t come across this before.” 
By shoving at the end pole, she got enough play to lift the loop free 
and haul the gate aside. She waited until Horse had walked the wagon 
through, then closed the gate and climbed onto the driver’s bench. 
When she stalled to pick up the reins, she froze as a faint drone she’d 
heard but hadn’t taken note of grew loud enough to fill the space 
under the sky. She looked up. 

A prop plane was flying past overhead, small, gray, sleek as a seal. 
“Eh, look at that. We finally hit a world outside the feudal frame. 
Wonder what glitch in his innards made old Box back there send us 
to a place with indoor plumbing?” 

Horse snorted. That was never a priority of mine. He stalled along 
the road, his steel shoes clopping dully on the blacktop. This degree 
of development means something else, Moonwitch. You’ll have to 
have deeds of ownership for us and identification for yourself. 



She crawled from her wounded mother’s womb a 
white worm, wriggling blind until she discovered 
shape and with it rage, hate and self-disgust. Until 
she discovered how to numb that pain with blood. 



“Don’t call me Moonwitch.” 

The Narsit crept through the curtains behind the driver’s seat and 
settled into Arryn’s lap, an odd little beast like a marmoset, with a 
black muzzle and tiny black hands and feet. It pushed a roll of paper 
at her, then whined at the heat and changed shape until it was a large 
brown frog the color of Arryn’s skirt. While AiTyn opened out the 
strip of paper, it sat there blinking and throbbing, its forehands knot- 
ted in the worn cloth. 

“Horse, have a listen. Black Box says we’re supposed to go to the 
nearest paved road and head east. Turn in at the first gate after the 
river. Our ninth Expiation waits there.” 

Cat lifted a forepaw, examined tire extended claws, licked busily 
between them. 

Arryn’s lips twitched. “Bored, are we?” She looked around. 

They were in grassy rolling foothills with patches of broom and 
bnish, here and there a stony upthrust Small bunches of cattle with 
reddish hair and white faces were scattered about the hills, grazing 
on grass like prickly fur. To her left was a range of low mountains, to 
the right a river than ran in a crack cut so deeply into the land that 
only the crowns of the trees growing beside it were visible. Ahead of 
them there was a line of posts with wire stmng between them. On the 
far side of the fence she could see a blacktopped road. 

“Peaceful place.” 

At the back of her awareness, Nys the Destroyer stirred and grum- 
bled, Nys who was Herself, her second soul. Nys didn’t like the heat 
or the glaring sun, and it’d been a long tune since she’d had a chance 
to come forth in blood and terror. She pushed at Arryn’s will, snarling 
and full of rage. Arryn’s fingernails stalled to shift toward claws, then 
she gathered strength and slapped her Otherself into a sleep that she 
knew with weary certainty would not last much longer. Sighing, she 
nibbed at the Narsit’s head. “Cat’s not the only one who’s bored.” 

Horse’s ears twitched and he began walking faster, his hooves stil- 
ling up clouds of white dust. By the looks of that fence ahead, this 
is private land. I suggest we get off it soonest. 

The gate was four strands of barbed wire stapled to poles. 
Two loops of wire pulled it taut against the end post of the fence. Anyn 



Which means we need samples of local styles for the Box to copy. 

“Which means we stay away from towns until we have them. And 
don’t call me Moonwitch unless you want to deal with Nys. Makes me 
remember Hathom and starts my honnones twitching.” 

At regular intervals along the left side of the road there were tall 
poles with two horizontal bars up near the top. White ceramic insu- 
lators were bolted at their ends and four black wires stretched in 
shallow curves from pole to pole. 

“Looks like they have electricity, Horse. Wonder if they’ve got 
round to air conditioning. I could stand some cool right now.” 

I doubt they air condition bams, so I find it hard to care whether 
they do or don’t. 

“You’re grumpy today, aren’t you.” 

A short distance ahead the river twisted round to pass over an 
absiu dly massive bridge— gray concrete rails two feet wide, heavy con- 
crete pieis reaching down to murky water that seemed hardly to move. 

A vehicle crossed the bridge and droned toward them. It was a 
funny little thing, a snout pushing out in front, flat glass windows, a 
hump over tire driver’s seat and a bulge behind. Coupe, the Box fed 
into her mind. 

When it moved past them, the driver turned his head and stared 
malevolently at her and her equipage. His face was lined and mean, 
with about two days of stubble smeared over his chin and jowls; his 
thinning hair had streaks of gray in it. 

Cat flattened her ears and hissed. 

“Right, Cat. Not a face to cherish.” 

They crossed the bridge, came to a second fence with a gate in it. 
“First gate past the river. I suppose this is the place.” 

Then, m’dear, you’d better get down and open the way for us. 

The dirt road wound past a pair of brushy hills, then dropped 
to a flattish area like a miniature valley, and ended at a house with a 
fenced yard in back, a smaller building nearby with a vehicle like tire 
one they’d seen on the road parked inside it, a bam, corrals attached 
to the bam, and a windmill that was still now since there was not 
enough wind to move it. Three horses grazed in a fenced pasture with 
a herd of black and white cattle. Next to the pasture there were sev- 
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eral fields planted to crops. Beans, com, yams. 

“Wish me luck, Horse. I’m going to try turning a drink of water into 
an invitation to visit” 

Luck you have in your smile, m’dear. He punctuated that with 
the low whicker that was his version of laughter. The Box be with 
you, Moonwitch. 

“You like to pull my chain, don’t you. Hah! You don’t have to pick 
up the messes.” Anyn shook her head, swung down from the bench 
with Cat following close behind. 

The woman who came to the door was tall and sturdy, her short 
dark hail - newly damped and pressed into fingerwaves. She wore a 
cotton print dress, blue flowers on a white background, fresh and 
starchy looking as if she’d just put it on. She kept her face turned 
slightly away, trying with one hand to hide bruises and an incipient 
black eye. “Yes?” 

Arryn smiled, pulled her hat off. “Ma’am, could you spare some water 
for my animals and me? It’s a real hot day and my barrel sprung a leak.” 
Cat mewed plaintively and bumped her head against the screen door. 
“Oh!" The woman looked startled, then dropped to a squat to mb 
her finger across the screen where Cat was pressed against it. “What 
a pretty creature. I’ve never seen one like you before.” 

She rose to her feet, her anger and shyness forgotten. “What’s his 
name?” 

Arryn brushed at the wisps of hair tickling her forehead. “I just call 
her Cat. I figure she knows who she is and doesn’t need two-legged 
folk making silly claims on her.” 

“How sensible of you. Do you have a bucket? If you don’t, I can 
get you one.” 

“We have one.” 

“Well, of course you would, what am I thinking of? If you look along 
the wall you’ll see the raintree; well, there’s a faucet on the other side. 
Let the water run a little, this is alkali country, the first bit won’t taste 
so good. My name’s Margaret. Margaret Hollanbeck. Call me Meg. 
While you’re getting water, I’ll go see if I can find some caulking. 
There should be some in the storeroom. My husband...” her voice 
broke on the word, but she went on without comment, “he used it to 
fix the bull’s water trough.” 

“Mine’s Arryn Dos. Thanks, Meg. Appreciate it.” 

While Arryn was filling the bucket, Meg fetched a galvanized wash- 
tub for Horse to chink from. When the Narsit made its chining noise 
and crawled out onto the driver’s bench, Meg started and then stared 
at it, her eyes wide with wonder. 

“Is that a monkey, Miz Dos?” 

“Just Arryn. Not exactly. A cousin, you might say.” She emptied the 
bucket into the tub, started back to the faucet. 

Meg walked with her. “Beautiful horse you have there. You ride 
him too?” 

“Sometimes.” 

Meg leaned against the raintree, her eyes on the travel wagon as 
Arryn hooked the bail over the faucet’s snout and turned the handle. 
“Anyn and her Thinking Beasts. That’s what you do?” 

“We go from town to town and give shows. I play the flute and sing 
some songs, and the beasts do what they’re trained to do.” 

It took five trips to fill the tub, then Anyn tapped Home’s shoulder. 
He bent his neck and stalled drinking. A moment later, Hawk plunged 
down, landed beside the tub, and joined him. 

Meg’s eyes glowed. “I’ve read about falconers. I never thought...he’s 
yours too?” 

“Mmm.” 

“It’s twenty miles to town and getting hotter every minute. If you’ve 
come over the mountains, that’s a long hard trip and you won’t be 
wanting to face more. I’d be pleased if you’d stay the night.” 

“If you’ve work I can do and your husband doesn’t object, I’ll be 
pleased to accept.” 

Meg’s face clouded. “He’s away,” she said. “It’s the war, you know. 
With our little girl and the farm, he could have got a deferment, but 
he said they were calling him coward and anyway it was his duty to 



go. I think he just wanted to get away...ah! That’s my trouble, not 
yours. There’s space in the bam for your wagon. And some straw for 
the bedding in the stall. All I’ve got for tire home is hay. Grain’s real 
expensive these days. When there’s any to buy. The war, you know.” 

Later, at milking time, Anyn forked hay into the cows’ manger, 
locked the stanchions on them after Meg drove them into the bam. 

“Home, she does the milking alone twice a day every day. Add 
working in the fields, keeping the house neat, cooking, washing, tend- 
ing a three-year-old. How does she have time to get into trouble? But 
she is. When I asked why she didn’t have a hired man to help, she 
looked scared and started talking about her little girl Annie. Cute kid, 
just waking from her nap when we went in.” 

M’dear, be careful. 

“Box is watching, Home. We can’t walk away, the Judges made 
sure of that.” 

Expiation is one thing, suicide another. 

EG TURNED THE TAP ON THE 
vacuum line, squatted beside 
the cow, and slipped on the 
teatcups. She gave the cow a 
pat and moved on to the next, 
taking the second machine 
from Anyn, hooking it onto the 
backstrap, pushing its rubber 
hose onto the nozzle, turning 
the tap, slipping the cups on. 

By the time the fourth 
machine was working, she 
was back at the first, testing the pull of the cups, easing them off. 
“Arryn, if you’ll bring the bucket....” 

WHEN THE MILKING WAS DONE, AS THEY WALKED BACK TO THE HOUSE, 
Meg glanced uneasily at Arryn but relaxed as her visitor said nothing 
about the waxpaper packets and the two full milk cans she’d left 
inside the milkroom. 

“Henry,” she said. “My father-in-law. He wants me to sell the place 
and move into town. I can’t do that. My grandfather homesteaded the 
land, my father bought another quarter section. It’s clean of debt and 
I make a good enough living to keep me and Annie. And I love it. I 
know farming, I don’t know towns. I hated going to school down 
there. Kids laughed at me and called me Margarube. Henry didn’t like 
it when his son courted me, and now he says with Tom gone it 
wouldn’t look right to have another man living out here. He means to 
wear me down and get me to do what he wants.” She stopped at the 
top of the ramp, looked fiercely around. “Never!” 

“Oh, Annie!” 

The little girl was sitting in the middle of the floor, stirring 
a gloppy mix in a bowl clutched between her knees, broken eggs, 
milk splashes, puffs of flour, and spilled sugar all round her. 

Annie waved the spoon, splashed more batter about. “Mama, I mak- 
ing dinner.” 

Meg drew a deep breath, caught her daughter up and danced her 
around the room. “Yes, yes, Annie girl,” she sang, “big girl going to have 
a big bath now.” She stopped in the doorway. “Anyn, if you could....” 

“No problem, Meg." 

Have you got what’s wrong out of her yeti 

“Not the heart of the matter, Horse. Meg keeps talking round it. 
Maybe after supper.” Anyn slipped samples of flour and sugar into 
duplicator receptacles, tapped the sensor. “I like her. I want to help 
her.” 

I can see that. Don’t get antsy about lying to her. 

“Yes, papa Horse.” 

Meg looked into the refilled bins, backed away, frightened eyes 
on Arryn as she came back in from stowing the mop and the bucket, 
the Narsit on her shoulder. “I can’t accept this. It’s too much.” 

“Better a birthday cake for Annie than riding on my hips.” 
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“Are you black market?” 

“That's what’s worrying you? No. Off the books, maybe. Sometimes 
when I have shows in little, out of the way places, I get paid in goods 
rather than coin. That’s all.” 

Meg set her back against tire icebox and stared at her for several 
moments, then she relaxed. “I was so scared when I thought..." 

“That’s what’s bothering you, isn’t it. Black market. Explains the 
milk you didn’t put out and the rest.” Arryn touched the darkening 
bruise on Meg’s face, drew her hand back. "Was it the man I met dri- 
ving along the road?” 

Annie came trotting in. When she saw the Narsit, her eyes went 
veiy round, her thumb slipped into her mouth. 

“Fll tell you later,” Meg said hastily. “Annie love, get your thumb out 
of your mouth. Your teeth will grow in crooked and you’ll have to wear 
braces. You can help Mama by taking Miss Arryn into the parlor and 
talking to her. Maybe she’ll show you the tricks the little beast can do.” 

“I USUALLY GET TO BED AROUND NINE,” MEG SAID TO ARRYN. “THAT 
doesn’t mean you have to, just make sure everything’s turned off and 
locked up before you retire.” She clicked on a lamp, settled into tire 
chair beside it, picked up an unfinished child’s dress, and began the 
finicking work of putting a hem on the small puffed sleeve. “Sleep late 
as you wish, Arryn, you’re a guest and I don’t feel comfortable mak- 
ing you work like this.” 

Arryn watched the needle flicker and thought, She’s gone back to 
not wanting to talk. Maybe afraid to talk. “Black market. Tell me.” 

“You aren’t federal or anything?" 

“What you see is what you get. Maybe I can help. I’ve traveled in 
some rough places and learned a thing or two. Had some trouble, but 
the law’s not hunting me, you don’t have to worry about that.” 

“Back east, I suppose it was.” Meg bent over her sewing. “Lots of 
people come to tire coast to shake loose from things they want to 
forget. You’re right. That’s what it’s about. If it weren’t for my father- 
in-law...and Annie...I’d take my father’s shotgun to them. The man 
you saw, his name’s Marvin, and I’m ashamed to say he’s a cousin of 
mine on my mother’s side. He came here ar ound a year ago, told me 
I’d have to give Iris lot milk and meat, butter and cheese. They ship it 
south, I think. Santa Malinch, probably. Get the best prices there with 
all the defense plants about. They pick up hams and pig carcasses 
from Old Ruiz; he lives on the other side of the river. Down a ways, 
Otto the Kraut, he tried to fight them; they made him watch while 
they cut his wife’s face.” 

“Your cousin threatened Annie?” 

“Didn’t come right out with it, but Marvin said I wouldn’t like what 
happened if I talked about this or got fussy about leaving them what 
they wanted and I knew what he meant. And I knew he’d do it. He 
thought Dad should have left him tire farm because he’s the oldest 
male even if he was only a nephew. So he’s always hated me. They 
do pay something, less than the creamery though.” 

“And the black eye?” 

“They want more butter. But I’d have to cut down on what I send 
to the creamery and that’d bring the Milk Board on my back. And if 
that happened, Henry would yank me off the farm so fast the air’d 
squeak behind me and they’d lose it all. I tried to tell Marvin that, but 
he wouldn’t believe me. He hit me a couple times, told me I’d get 
worse if I didn’t shape up. I don’t know what to do.” She looked at 
the sleeve, sighed, tucked the needle through tire cloth, folded tire 
dress and set it on the table. 

Arryn felt Nys stir as her Otherself smelled blood. Quiet, she told 
herOtherself, Your time’s coming. She leaned toward Meg, her braid 
falling forward over her shoulder. “I can get rid of them for you,” she 
said. “I know how. I won’t tell you, you wouldn’t like it.” 

Meg folded her hands, her eyes steady on Arryn’s face. “Why?” 
she said after a long silence. 

“I don’t like women getting beat and pushed around." Arryn 
straightened until her face was once more in shadow. “Urn, that’s part 
of it. Tire rest...well, I’ve got reasons I won’t tell you because I can’t. 
If you feel like retunring tire favor, you can let nre live here a while 



and tell people I’nr a cousin. You don’t have to,” she added hastily. “I’ll 
do what I said whatever you decide. You expect him back? Marvin, I 
mean. And when does the truck conre for tire goods?” 

Meg brushed her hand across her eyes. “I left what I always do, not 
tire new stuff. I expect he’ll be back sometime tomorrow afternoon to 
give nre another convincer. That’s what he said. The liftmen, they conre 
sometime after midnight. Before I start the morning milking anyway. 
They’re quiet about it, I never hear- them.” She glanced toward the clock 
whose white face was a glimmer at the edge of tire light from the sin- 
gle lamp. “I have to be up by four, so I’nr going to say goodnight.” 

“You haven’t answered nre, Meg. Do you want me to do this?” 

“I don’t know....” 

“Look, I do understand. I’m someone out of nowhere asking you 
to trust nre because I say you can. Faith, it’s a rotten support. Your 
call, Meg. Yes or no.” 

Meg leaned back and closed her eyes, weariness from the long 
day’s work settling over her in a mask of shallow lines and smudgy 
shadow. Her mouth moved, then went still. For several minutes she 
was silent. Then she sighed, got to her feet, and walked to tire door. 
She turned, leaned against the jamb, looking back at Arryn. 

“Cousin. Last name Adair. Hnr. Arryn Adair. Well, if you don’t like 
it, just say you’re a widow and keep the Dos. If you can stick the 
Adair, though, it would be better. Folk know this as tire Adair place, 
so it’d answer questions before anyone thinks to ask them. Your Main 
and Da would be, hnr, why not, Lyla and Willis. Adair. My father’s 
cousins. They died a little while back. I wanted to go to the funeral, 
but I’d just had Annie and I wasn’t really feeling up to a train trip that 
long. Say you’ve come to visit from Dellunr, that’s a little town in the 
northeast comer of Ruddomaya. That state, it’s not that good at keep- 
ing records, and anyway the courthouse burned down about ten 
years ago, so it wouldn’t be all that easy for someone to check you 
out. Hnr, don’t know if you canre through there on your way west, so 
I’d better...it’s home country, flat and grassy. Urn, fire river that runs 
through Dellunr, it’s the Welrigli, well, it’s really just a creek.” She pat- 
ted a yawn. “When you’re ready, the spare room’s made up, towels 
laid out. Anything else you need, well, you know where things are.” 
She smiled sleepily, left the room. 

he Narsit woke Arryn by pulling at 
her hair. 

She yawned, groped for the small 
mechanical clock ticking on the bed 
table. “Ten after two. Right, baby.” 
When she was dressed, Arryn 
unhooked the screen and dropped 
through the window onto the roots of 
the large cottonwood growing close to 
the house. She moved quickly and 
silently along tire wall, crept under low- 
hanging fir branches, and eased her 
head around tire comer of tire house till she could see what was hap- 
pening at the bam. Cat nudged past her, crouched beside a geranium 
plant thick with bright red blooms. 

The nroon was half sunk behind the hills, but this world’s sky was 
filled with stars, thick rivers of them blazing against the blackness, 
making it possible to see the dark bulk of a truck and two shadowy 
figures moving in and out of tire milkroonr, carrying tire set-aside nrilk 
cans and the packets of cheese and butter. They worked quickly and 
in only a few minutes were climbing through the canvas into the back 
of the truck. 

“Hawk. Follow, let nre know the moment they look like they’re 
settling in.” 

They’d muffled the motor somehow; even tire crunch of the wheels 
on tire gravel was muted. And they were driving without lights. She 
watched Hawk’s dark form cutting across the star river; when he was 
far enough away, she got to her feet and ran to the bam, Cat darting 
ahead of her. 

She spread an old blanket over a hay bale, saddled Horse, brought 
him around from the stall, and settled herself on tire blanket, Iris head 
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dropping over her shoulder. The Narsit filing itself from the haymow, 
skin flaps extending from ankle to wrist, and glided down to her. She 
ran her fingers over the hard round of its head and sighed. “It begins.” 

And you’d best hope it finishes, m’dear, otherwise the trouble 
you’ll be making for your friend is worse than any she faces now. 

She wrinkled her nose but didn’t answer that, just sat and waited 
for the signal, her fingertips moving over the Narsit’s head and down 
the curve of whatever it used instead of a spine. 

Hawk’s mindscream cut through her head. 

“All right, little one, make the mirror for me. Let’s see what he’s 
looking at.” 

The Narsit’s body snapped round, stretched from hand to hand, 
the convex mirror it became glimmering in the starlight that streamed 
through the hay door. 

Half a dozen trucks are parked by a grove of tall shaggy trees. 



of large lots, protected from the eyes of the ordinary by shoulder high 
stone walls and tall hedge plants. As Horse moved past the car, Mar- 
vin came through a gate in the wall. He glanced at Arryn, locked the 
gate, walked to the coupe and stood beside it, watching as she rode 
around a bend. She heard the sound of the motor, and a moment later, 
he drove by her. 

Home kept the same steady walk, moving through the quiet dark 
as if he were heading somewhere definite and just passing through 
this place. They rounded two more curves and saw the coupe parked 
in die shadow of a tree, Marvin’s face a white blur in the window. 

“Suspicious git.” 

Yes m’dear, seems he is. We keep going, right ? 

“Dawn’s getting close. We take the next street whichever side it’s 
on and circle back. Then Nys gets to have her fun.” 

Be careful. The wall is too high for me to jump and you don’t 



Her Otherself struck, driving outward through the 
body to seize it as if Arryn hadn’t already given 
her permission to emerge. The body’s hands grew 
blunt and extruded claws like pewter scimitars. 



Just beyond the trees is a small house with stone walls and pantiles 
on the roof. 

Shift. 

Under the trees is a second building, long and low with a net 
stretched over it. Men are hauling dollies back and forth between the 
trucks and this building. 

Shift. 

She is inside the building looking down from the rafters. It is a sin- 
gle long room lit by strings of naked electric bulbs hanging from tie 
beams. Old blankets are nailed over the windows to keep the light 
and the noise inside. The goods taken from the trucks are being made 
ready for market After the milk runs through a pasteurizer and a bot- 
tle line, it is packed in padded crates, the tops nailed down. The roimd 
cheeses, some pale yellow, others orange, are being stowed in crates, 
as are hams, sausages and the cut up carcasses of cattle and hogs. 

The crates are branded, invoices taped to them, and then they are 
carried out a door at the end of the building. 

Shift. 

Inside the small house with the tile roof, Marvin and a big bulky 
man are sitting together at a table, the big man leafing through grimy 
bits of paper, reading off what’s on them, Marvin writing in a small 
notebook with a metal spiral holding the pages together at the top. 

When the accounting is done, Marvin snaps the cover of the note- 
book down, thrusts it into his pocket, and gets to his feet. He is scowl- 
ing, his stubble darker, fatigue deepening the lines in his face, mak- 
ing it look meaner than ever. 

“He knows Meg didn’t increase the allotment.” 

So it seems. Wony in Horse’s mindvoice. If he’s coming here... 

“Yes. I know.” She bent over the mirror, cooed to it, praising die 
Narsit for its hard and wearing service. “Follow him, baby, you know 
how important it is.” 

When the coupe drove past Meg’s gate without stopping, Arryn 
relaxed. “Time to go. Might be a long trot, Horse.” 

Wasting time won’t make it any shorter. 

The dusty black coupe was parked on a winding, tree-lined 
street. The houses there were substantial dwellings set in the middle 



know how many are in there. But don't waste time either. You know 
where he’ll be going. 

“Poor Meg. I wish you hadn’t reminded me, Horse. I need to con- 
centrate now.” 

ARRYN STRIPPED TO CHEMISE AND DRAWERS, THEN SHE STOOD ON THE 
saddle, and caught hold of a branch on the tree growing inside the 
wall. “Hawk, if anyone else goes in that house, yell.” 

She swung herself up onto the limb, crawled along it to the trunk, 
glancing at the wall as she passed over it. There was a scattering of 
broken glass running along the top of the stone, but the bits looked 
worn and toothless, no obstacle at all if she had to cross them in a 
hurry. She eased round the trunk, moved out a short distance along 
another limb, then dropped to the grass and ran for the house. 

Another tree, an open window on the second floor, and she was 
standing in a bedroom. 

A small lamp on the far side of the bed put out a feeble bluish light, 
just enough to show her the covers tossed back, the wrinkled sheets. 
He must have gone downstairs to meet Marvin. Could be he’s hav- 
ing a cup of coffee or is working on your books. Well, we’U see. 

Two doors. 

She eased the first one open. Bathroom, damp towel thrown in a 
heap on the floor, slow drops leaking from the tap into the basin, 
razor left on the edge of the sink, toothpaste tube almost empty. She 
picked up the towel, wrinkling her nose at the dampness. She didn’t 
like touching it, but after Nys was done... She let that thought drop, 
hurried to the bed, shipped the sham from one of the pillows and 
stuffed the towel inside, then went out die other door. 

A short distance to her left she saw a staircase, ran toward it on her 
toes, stood looking down at a line of yellow light beneadi a door. She 
tossed die sham down die stairs, shivered in anticipation, then spoke, 
“All right Nys, your turn.” 

Her Otherself struck, driving outward through the body to seize it 
as if Arryn hadn’t already given her permission to emerge. The body’s 
hands grew blunt and extruded claws like pewter scimitars. Its feet 
broadened, grew thick pads on the soles and cruel gray claws on the 
Con tinued on page 100 



Games 

By Paul Di Filippo 



“Sci-fi goobers” invent an intergalactic 
game show that’s anything but trivial. 




Do you know the 
answer to these 
questions from The 
Amazing Science 
Fiction & Horror 
Trivia Game? (A) In 
Star Wars: The 
Empire Strikes Back, 
who owned the 
Millennium Falcon 
before Han Solo? 

(B) Who delivered 
the frozen Han Solo 
to Jabba the Hutt? 



T i ns is the Age of Doom. 

Hyperactive, addictive, gore-filled video 
games rule. Lush with CD-ROM graphics and 
labyrinthine hyperlinks; capable of supporting 
cross-continental play; dominating the player’s imagina- 
tion with pre-chewed hypnotic scenarios, these pulse-rac- 
ing, cyberspace entertainment packages bestride the 
game scene like totipotent Jurassic monsters. 

How can a poor, pitiful, primitive mammal of a board 
game possibly survive in such a scene? Low-tech, old- 
fashioned, relatively slow-paced, board games are remi- 
niscent of Depression Era modes of recreation, your 
grandparents’ rainy day idea of fun. Monopoly , Parcheesi, 
Chutes and Ladders. Major uncool, dude! 

And yet. And yet. Board games retain several unique 
advantages. They’re cheap and portable, needing no 
expensive hardware platform (unless you count the table 
they rest on, whose total cost can be disbursed across 
multiple applications). They’re nostalgia-provoking and, 
in my view, foster a truer, more satisfying interactivity 
within a physically compact circle of playeis, unmediated 
by screen or joystick, than anything short of perfect vir- 
tual reality. 

And, most importantly, the best board games open up 
a free-form mental playing space completely unlike the 
totalitarian worlds of video games. Through their imagi- 
nations, players contribute toward the formation of a vir- 
tual “board space” which changes with each unique set of 
players. 

The latest example of such a potentially engaging and 
stimulating board game just might be The Amazing Sci- 
ence Fiction & Horror Trivia Game (Dann RussKett 
Games, Inc., NJ ). 



Before looking at the game itself, let’s examine the 
background of its creation and the ingenious barnstorm- 
ing promotional methods its mammalian underdogs have 
undertaken in the face of massive reptilian video game 
hype. 

In 1993, four hardcore SF fans (“sci-fi goobers” is the 
unique label one of the originators proposes) banded 
together and began to transform a fetish for SF trivia into 
a game others could share. Paul Russell and Randy Dan- 
nenfelser were the core creators; soon they had enlisted 
Barbara Dannenfelser and Mark “Frodo” Plunkett as 
helpers. Compiling a database of 3,200 questions, they 
hacked a board and underlying play scenario, wrote rules, 
designed packaging and playing pieces, and soon gave 
birth to the complete game package. No small accom- 
plishment in itself, as anyone who has ever tried bringing 
a dream into reality can tell you. 

The next obvious step was spreading word of their off- 
spring. Luckily, the SF universe provided a handy medium 
in the form of a plethora of conventions. Embarking on 
a circuit that took them t hrough Pennsylvania, New Jer- 
sey, and New York (1995 will find them still on the road 
at various venues), the game-creators staged competi- 
tions with prizes and fanfare. They also took the smart 
step of publishing a free newsletter detailing their 
exploits and assorted gaming tidbits. 

All of this is testament to the fannish dedication and 
true passion of the the Dann RussKett team, and a fine 
example of how to make the most of what you’ve got, 
which any entrepreneur could benefit from studying. 

Now, onward to what is obviously the crux of the mat- 
ter: the game itself, its playability, and its flaws and 
virtues. 

First, the packaging is eminently professional and intel- 
ligent, completely equivalent to what you’d find on any 
Toys ’R’ Us shelf. A large sturdy box whose cover boasts 
an attractive photo starscape lures the buyer in with a 
short synopsis of the game’s concept. (Of course, their 
way has been paved by the mammoth popularity of yes- 
teryear’s original Tiivial Pursuit. With luck, plenty of TP 
junkies are out there, just waiting for a new fix.) 

Inside we find a thick twenty-inch-by-twenty-six-inch 
board which replicates the starscape of the cover. Super- 
imposed on that is a spiral of multicolored, pie slice “orbit 
platforms.” At one end, the spiral terminates in the “Vor- 
tex,” a kind of deadly black hole. The other end opens 
out into “Escape Velocity,” representing the culmination 
of the game. Two boxes of question-cards and a bag of 
playing pieces complete the setup. (And the Hugo Award- 
looking plastic rockets each player gets to maneuver are 
a nice retro touch.) 

A bare-bones storyline involving an intergalactic game 
show provides just enough of a playing rationale for those 
who need such a framework. In the course of actual play, 
little is made of the storyline, and it’s soon forgotten, 
much as was John Carter’s life back on Earth in the face 
of his Martian adventures. 
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NEW EMPIRES 



Expansion 



GALACTIC EMPIREStm Primary Edition: 

\ The 430 card major release! First print run going, going... 
Graphics and illustrations greatly improved since Introductory Edition! 
Eight different empires! 

Plus 9 Entity (ultra rare) cards found only in the first print run! 

Basic Deck A and B - CGE1110 (55 cards, 50 nonrandom) $8.95ea. 
12/display 

Expansion Packs - CGE4110 (12 random cards) $2.45 ea. 36/Display 

Limited Edition Prints (500 signed & numbered) Coming Soon! 
CLP0001 - ‘Assault on a Clydon Bridge’ (this illustration 20x24) $39.95 
Illustration © 1995 Douglas Chaffee. 



A 200 card expansion set for Galactic Empires! 

Four All New Empires! 

Plus 10 Entity (ultra rare) cards found only in the first print run! 
Basic Deck C - CGE1120 (50 nonrandom) $6.95 ea. 12/display 
Expansion Packs - CGE5110 (12 random) $2.45 ea. 36/Display 



Call Companion Games for Details: 1 -800-49-GAMES or 607-652-9038 





Begin A Voyage With 
Non-Sport Update 




Fleer 

Q 80-page maga- 
zine with sep- 
arate pop-out 
Price Guide'" 
(you can take 
It with you!) 

Q All the latest 
non-sport 

Subscribe Today ZT° ““ 

...and get the special cards free with vour very first 
issue. To order, send your name and address along 
with a check or money order for $21 .00 ($33.00 in 
U.S. funds outside the U.S). You'll get a one-year 
subscription (6 bimonthly issues). Send to: 



Two ice Age 
preview cards 
for the new 
Magic-. The 
Gathering 
Expansion set 
from wizards 
of the coast 




4019-SA Green St., PO Box 5858. Harrisburg. PA 17110 
To Charge by Visa or MasterCard, Call (800) 2BUY-NSU 
Star Trek: voyager Is a registered trademark of and all characters 
and related marks are trademarks of Paramount Pictures. 



DreamHaven Books 



Science Fiction, Horror, & Fantasy 




FREE 
’ 'Monthly 
Catalog 



Our Latest Publication: 

“Angels and Visitations” 

Signed & Numbered of 400 
by Neil Gaiman $100.00 postpaid 
1309 4th Street SE, Mpls. MN 55414 

1 - 800 - 379-0657 



SINGLES NETHORH 



Single science and nature enthusiasts are meeting 
through a nationwide network. Contact us for info! 
Science Connection, PO Box 188, 
Youngstown, NY 14174/1-800-667-5179, 
e-mail: 71 554.21 60@compuserve.com 




Starting on the third orbit platform out 
from the Vortex, players take turns answer- 
ing questions in the standard Trivial Pursuit 
manner. A correct answer results in either 
advancement or collection of a “Fuel Pod.” 
An incorrect one results in retrograde move- 
ment or loss of a Pod. Falling into the Vortex 
terminates that player’s life. The first to hit 
Escape Velocity is the winner. Basic rules are 
supplemented by an advanced set, and by 
another called “The Louisiana Rules,” which 
were devised by gamers in that state. These 
latter rules deal with a problem I encoun- 
tered— namely, a very short playing time 
before death for those who encounter a run 
of tough questions— by having the starting 
point be the third platform before the finish. 
Another recommendation I have in the same 
vein is: during a two or three player game, dis- 
tribute all the Fuel Pods at the start of the 
game, thus providing extra resources. 

All these rules are laid out in very intelligi- 
ble terms. I could find only two sources of 
confusion. Nothing is mentioned about 
returning a question card to the bottom of the 
deck after use, although I suspect that is what 
was intended, since one would not want the 
possibility of the very next player getting the 
identical question. Also, the orbital platforms 
are linked by starstreams that connect two 
particular color slices, leading one to believe 
that entrance to the new platform must occur 
between those two linked pie slices, whereas 
actual transit, according to the rules, is made 
from any pie slice to its color mate on the 
next platform. 

(And speaking of colors, I must register my 
one complaint with the production values of 
this game. On the board, purple and brown 
are printed nearly indistinguishably from 
each other. And on the cards, blue joins the 
other two colors in sameness, which makes 
you hesitate slightly as you try to determine 
which categoiy you are dealing with.) 

A constant sequence of questioning might 
become tedious, so play is varied by two 
methods. First, a player may force someone 
else to take his question, with varying conse- 
quences. Second, out of the six questions on 
each card, one choice is “Ship’s Log,” which 
refers the player to a sheet of intriguing vari- 
ations such as “Freebee” and “Sneak Pre- 
view.” 

In my brief experience with the game, I 
found that all these options make for chal- 
lenging and exciting play. Tins is not a game 
which drags, and you can be assured of a 
heady night’s worth of time flying by, if you 
get the right mix of fanatics. 

I’ve saved what I consider the real crux of 
the worth of TASF&HTG till the end. Obvi- 
ously, that’s the range and quality of the ques- 
tions. 

The question cards are divided into eight 
categories: “Science Fiction Films,” “Horror 
Films,” “Monsters & Superheroes,” “The Clas- 
sics” (films, that is), “Actors & Their Roles,” 
“Television,” “Frontiers & Galaxies” ( Star 
Trek and Star Wars material), and “Into the 



The Adventure of 
Your Wildest Dreams! 




• Expand your horizons 

• Discover inner worlds 

• Access creative powers 

• Enjoy unlimited freedom 

All this is yours through lucid dreaming— 
dreaming with the clear awareness that you 
are dreaming. 

The Lucidity Institute offers training in 
the skill of lucid dreaming employing tech- 
niques and technology based on the pio- 
neering research of Dr. Stephen LaBerge, 
author of Lucid Dreaming, and Exploring 
the World of Lucid Dreaming. 

Our lucid dreaming technology includes: 

The DreamLight®: State of the art elec- 
tronic sleep monitoring biofeedback de- 
vice, detects when you are dreaming, gives 
you cues to alert you to become lucid, and 
provides feedback on your results. Includes 
features to help you improve your dream 
recall and to customize operations to your 
personal needs. 

NEW! TheNovaDreamer™: Compact, easy- 
to-use, sleep monitoring biofeedback de- 
vice, detects when you are dreaming, cues 
you to become lucid, helps you distinguish 
between dreaming and waking. Self-con- 
tained on a soft, comfortable sleep mask, 
battery powered. 

More lucid dreaming products are listed in 
our catalog. Call or write for a catalog or to 
place an order: 415 - 321 - 9969 . 

1-800-GO-LUCID 

THE LUCIDITY INSTITUTE, INC. 
2555 ParkBlvd.,#2B, Palo Alto, C A 94306 
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SCI-FI AUDIO ADVENTURES 

Books on CDs and Cassettes 




25th Anniversary CD Collection includes: 29.95 

Strangers from the Sky/Enterprise 
The First Adventure/The Final Frontier 
Sarek 17.00 

Federation 17.00 

Captain Sulu Advenfures:Transformations CD/cass 1 6.00/1 2.00 
Captain Sulu Adventures : Cacophony CD/cass 1 6.00/1 2.00 
Next Generation: All Good Things 1 7.00 

Next Generation: Q-Squared 1 7.00 

Deep Space 9: Fallen Heroes 1 7.00 

George Taker's Autobiography: To The Stars 1 7.00 

Patrick Stewart reads: A Christmas Carol CD/cass 1 9.95/16.00 

Knightlall 17.00 

Vol. 1 Heir to the Empire 16.99 

Vol. 2: Dark Force Rising 15.99 

Vol. 3: The Last Command 1 6.99 

The Truce at Bakura 1 6.99 

The Courtship of Princess Leia 1 6.99 

Jedi Academy Trilogy #1 : Jedi Search 1 6.99 

Jedi Academy Trilogy #2: Dark Apprentice 1 6.99 

Dark Empire 17.00 

Star Wars: Original Radio CD/cass 60.00/35.00 

The Empire Strikes Back: Radio CD/cass 55.00/35.00 

The Macra Terror 1 5.99 

The Evil of the Daleks 15.99 

includes: Tarzan ot the Apes / 24.95 

The Return of Tarzan/Tarzan and the Jewels of Opar / 
Tarzan and the City of Gold 

Interview with the Vampire 1 7.00 

The Vampire Lestat 17.00 

The Queen of the Damned 1 7.00 

The Tale ot the Body Thief 1 7.00 

Taltos 22.50 

Lasher 17.00 

The Witching Hour 17.00 

All books are on casselte unless otherwise noted. Shipping charges 
are S4.00-US, $15.00-foreign. Texas residents add 8.25% sales tax. 
Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. Make checks payable lo: 

ATOMIC COMICS 8c BOOKS 

Mail to: PO Box 690791 . Houston. TX 77269-0791 . Write tor 
FREE catalog or call 1-800-860-3910. Free subscription to our 
Sci-Fi audiobook review sheets automatic with any purchase. 






John W. Knott , Jr. 
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Science Fiction, Fantasy & Horror 

CATALOG ISSUED 

Want lists welcome - many fine items sold 
by direct quote. 

We also buy science Fiction & fantasy books 
Collections or single items. (High quality or 
unusual items especially sought.) 
Write or Phone: 

8453 Early Bud Way, Laurel, MD 20723 
Phone / FAX: (301) 317-8427 






Cash paid for short stories, poetry and 
reviews published online. For writer’s 
guidelines or a FREE SAMPLE, 
email to: intermix@interaccess.com 



Unknown” (nonvisual media). There are no 
options for playing with just one category of 
cards; all must be used. 

It should be clear that this is a game heav- 
ily slanted toward non-book material. It’s 
probably just a reflection of the way movies 
and television and comics dominate the SF 
field these days, but I found it somewhat dis- 
heartening, being an old-time print junkie. 
Most of the questions that we do get in the 
book category are satisfyingly literate. 

Given this radical bias, the questions fare 
pretty well. They range from simple to mid- 
dling difficult to very hard, thus accommo- 
dating all levels of players. They’re worded 
very clearly for the most part and are not 
deceitful. The exception to this is those ques- 
tions where the whole proposition is a snare: 
“True or false: Leif Ericson starred in the 1950s 
TV version of Forbidden Planet ” Since there 
was no such TV equivalent of the famous 
movie, such a question borders on the unfair. 

The questions are very up-to-date (there are 
ones about the final episode of Star Trek: The 
Next Generation , TheX-Files, and the movie 
Ed Wood). They are guaranteed to provoke 
plenty of nostalgia (I hadn’t thought about the 
campy TV show Captain Nice in twenty-five 
years), and even startlement (who ever knew 
that feminist Rita Mae Brown wrote the 
screenplay for Slumber Party Massacre ?). 
Occasional typos (“Dozios” for “Dozois”; 
“Diaspur” for “Diaspar”) and the omission of 
a couple of answers interfere slightly with 
one’s epjoyment. More troubling are a few 
outright errors: it seems unlikely that “The 
Dock into Summer” is just a typo. But the 
Dann RussKett team are forthright in acknowl- 
edging these, and promise corrections. 

But on the whole such flaws are trivial and 
will not deter the game from succeeding in 
delivering Big Fun to all susceptible fanatics 
steeped in the lore and love of fantastic books 
and films, TV shows, and comics. □ 



RECENT AND RECOMMENDED 

•As if any further evidence was needed to 
demonstrate that the future of gaming is in 
the cards, consider the fact that one of the 
most popular role-playing games has just 
reincarnated itself as a collectible card game. 
On The Edge (Atlas Games) joins the ranks of 
trading card games with a paranoid vision of 
surreal conspiracies. Each player (or team) 
assumes the role of an arch-conspirator, 
working behind the scenes to take control of 
the strange Mediterranean island of A1 
Amarja. At your disposal are the resources 
and inhabitants of the island as represented 
by the cards. The winner will be the player 
who can use these pawns to amass sufficient 
influence to control the island’s destiny. Cards 
represent pawns as diverse as astral assas- 
sins, crooked televangelists, and pop mega- 
stars whom you can use to weave your web 
of influence across this gritty future world. A 
deck of sixty cards costs $7.95, while booster 
packs cost $1.95. A welcome addition to the 
growing ranks of trading card games. □ 
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KOLLAPSE 

Continued from page 81 

That the Net itself... kollapsed?” 

“Naw. Can’t be.” 

“Maybe it was the I Squared Conspiracy.” 
HeavyLink frowned. “What’s that?” 
“Iran-Iraq. I read about it on the Armaged- 
don Age bullboard.” 

“Huh. Ask me, it was the Japanese.” 

“Or else an eco-kollapse.” 

“Or OPEC making a power grab again.” 
“Or Earth First! monkeywrenching.” 
“But...” IleavyLink’s eyes were plaintive. 
“How’ll we ever know?” 

“Let me think about that a moment.” Wire- 
head always said that to gain time. 

HeavyLink tapped away at his laptop — a 
standard item, off the shelf. His setup was a 
kludge, messy, with cables unnecessarily 
long. Wirehead looked away in quiet dis- 
dain. HeavyLink lacked some bandwidth, 
for sure. After a while HeavyLink’s fingers 
stilled. Silence fell in the gathering cold of 
early evening. A dry wind blew through the 
cave mouth, moaning softly. Wirehead had 
waited for this dramatic moment, when all 
hope was lost in his on-line buddy. He began 
to speak. 

“Do you know what most people are, 
Heavy?” 

“Uh, mundanes?” 

This was the usual on-line term for out- 
siders, but Wirehead waved away the word. 
“Amoebas is a better term.” 

“Huh?” 

“All an amoeba knows of its watery world 
is what it physically bumps into. It has no 
buffers. If it meets a poison, it learns of it 
just as it dies. People — ordinary people — 
are like that.” 

“And us...?” 

HeavyLink was not slow, just younger on 
the Net. Wirehead smiled enigmatically. “Evo- 
lution gave more complex organisms better 
buffers. In animals, vision and scent. In ordi- 
nary people, ideas. To us, the Net." 

“Oh, I see. But look, with the Net down — ” 
“That is temporary. I am talking about the 
far horizon of this Kollapse, HeavyLink. I am 
looking beyond the moment.” 

“Yeah, but—” 

“Shall I tell you what I see?” 

HeavyLink blinked and nodded. Wirehead 
had found that people on the Net reacted well 
to visionary talk. That was in text format, of 
course. He was thrilled to find that the same 
rhetoric worked in person. Maybe dealing 
with people in the flesh was not as hard as he 
had thought. He would have to rethink that 
sometime, maybe examine the disaster of his 
high school years. 

“I see the obsolete falling by the wayside in 
this Kollapse. I see even the young, their thin 
cries echoing, calling for help. For a savior, a 
true leader, someone to point the way. For 
vision, for inspiration, for data, for a plan.” 
“And that’s...” 



“Us. We are the future.” 

“Not without the Net we aren’t.” 

“But the Net is merely down for a moment 
HeavyLink, we’ve planned for this for years. 
When Chaos stalks the streets and valleys of 
the world, only the Net can bring Order. And 
we, as Net veterans, will be the only leaders 
who can show the way.” 

“We all thought the Net would make it 
through." 

“It will. And we who know how to use it 
will rule. Think, man! There won’t be news- 
papers, TV will be babbling sensationalism, 
the politicians won’t know zip! Only we’ll be 
able to cope.” 

“I don’t think so.” HeavyLink had finished 
packing up. He stood. 

“What you think now doesn’t matter.” Wire- 
head kept his voice calm, reasonable. “We’ll 
get tilings sorted out and soon enough—” 
“You’ve got to live that long first,” 
HeavyLink said. 

He took from his Kit pack a pistol. “Mister 
Smith and Mister Wesson,” he said fondly. 
“Top grade. Chromed too.” 

Wirehead blinked, shocked. “What? Physi- 
cal violence? That’s hopelessly twencen!” 
“That’s what we’re still in, y’know— the 
twencen. Now if you’ll just hand over your 
food...” 

“All I’ve got is a few packages of, well, 
candy bars.” 

“Let’s have ’em, then." HeavyLink crooked 
a finger. 

“But you can’t mean this. We’re buddies — 
in the Net — together!” 

HeavyLink said softly, almost gently. “It 
ever occur to you that you never even seen 
me before today?” 

Wirehead opened his mouth but he could 
think of nothing to say. HeavyLink stuffed the 
candy bars into his pack, grunted as he slung 
it over his shoulder, and started off into the 
wilderness. 

“Stop! You and I, together — we can inherit 
the whole world!” 

HeavyLink looked back and grinned. “You 
can have my half.” 

Wirehead shouted his worst curse at the 
dwindling figure. “You’re — a flamer !” 

They found Wirehead a week later. 

The National Guard patrol had already got- 
ten tired of dealing with the Net users who lit- 
tered the landscape. Hordes of them had 
lushed out of the cities, in a curious imitation 
of lemming behavior. They had taken a run- 
away rumor on the Net, with a dash of mob 
psychology, as the signal for the demise of all 
order. Conspiracy enthusiasts were holed up 
in small canyons, aimed to the teeth. 

The Net Krash had driven masses of users 
onto the highways and into the confused 
countryside. The troops referred to them as 
“wireweenies” and were weary and resigned 
by the time they came upon the body. 

Wirehead had died of thirst, apparently, lips 
and tongue leathery and purple. His arms 
were wrapped around his laptop and satellite 
dish, as if to draw energy from them. □ 






THE HUMAN CYCLE 

Continued from page 77 

After a moment I realized the sky wasn’t 
completely dark. There was a red glow I rec- 
ognized as the nebula of dying stars that 
enveloped the universal core, and, filling half 
the sky, gray and blurry, the vegetable grid. 
Dick’s visual sensations were seeping into the 
scenario. 

I reached the camp. The smaller tents had 
been knocked down, trampled upon. One had 
tread marks across a comer. The main tent 
stood intact. 

I entered, saw it wasn’t completely intact, 
after all — its representations were decayed. 
From the inside the walls were transparent, 
wire-framed; I could see cliffs to the right and 
left, the dome of darkness with the core and 
grid above. Objects within the tent were solid 
from one vantage point, invisible from another. 
A tray held a set of vertebrae as I entered the 
room, a nearly complete protohuman skull as 
I reached the door to the second room. 

Dick was in there, sitting 
before a flatscreen imager. 
He was partially trans- 
parent: I could see his 

throbbing heart, his pink inflating lungs. He 
looked at me. His eyes were white spheres 
encased within an evanescent head. 

“Rachel,” he said, I mean, transmitted — 
there was no air to carry sounds, and his 
blurred lips didn’t move. 

“Dick,” I said. “Or should I call you — ” 

“Dick is fine,” he said, his lips moving this 
time. He was solid now, his khaki shirt 
drenched with blood, his white hair stained 
red around the hole a sixty-nine millimeter 
flechette had made in the back of his head. 
“Oh, excuse me,” he said. Blood stains and 
bullet holes vanished. “Better now?” 

“Yes.” 

“Such a waste,” he said, pointing at the 
imager. An interview with Sinclair’s daughter 
was playing in one window; text was scrolling 
through another. “Hardly buried before they 
started mocking him. The Lamarck of the 
twenty-first century.” 

“It wasn’t that bad,” I said. “Take the longer 
view. His theories were off, but his fossil 
finds, the techniques he devised, had many 
consequences." 

“Take a still longer view and nothing mat- 
ters.” 

“Not true. Each moment determines the 
next. Each second implies the future and 
affirms the past. Even Sinclair’s failures are 
vital pages in the history of life.” 

Dick smirked. “You must have given your- 
self a happy transform.” 

“No.” I pointed toward the sky, toward a 
spot about ten degrees northeast of the uni- 
versal core. “I gave my brother a disabling 



solar transform.” 

Dick stop-actioned tire interview with Sin- 
clair’s daughter, stared at me. “Solar? He’ll be 
a sun? I drought he wanted to be a black hole.” 
“Oh, he will be. In about a million years. At 
least part of him will be. After he and his 
friends have fused away most of their mass.” 

Dick started tapping a 
foot. He’d changed now 
that he was finished with 
the Sinclair scenario. He 

seemed nervous, cynical. Or were these traits 
just part of his reaction to Sinclair’s death? 
“So you’ve kept your word to your brother 
but maintained the subatomic context.” I nod- 
ded then he said, “But a disabling trans- 
form — isn’t that unethical?” 

I shrugged. “He wouldn’t have been able to 
transform once he evolved into a black hole. 
I’m just disabling him a little early.” 

“Clever.” He touched the stilled window, 
whispered a command, peeled off a facsimile. 
He showed it to me: Christina Sinclair, face 
lined with sorrow, eyes staring down as if to 
deny both the presence of the camcorder and 
her father’s death. “Her next. I want to do her. 
Can you give me a biography scenario?” 

“I can,” I said, stepping away from him. “But 
I thought you wanted to analyze Sinclair.” 
“Analysis." He shook the facsimile at me. 
“Blast analysis, Rachel. Give me Christina’s 
biography.” 

“Sure.” It seemed like self-torture, to live 
another life and die another death. But I’m usu- 
ally glad to oblige patrons even if I don’t quite 
understand their motivations. I disenablized 
partially, so that I seemed both standing in the 
scenario and stationed within the vegetable 
gild. Then I extended a transmission fiber to 
Dick’s tower head and began dumping. I gave 
him facts, interpolations, probable scripts, typ- 
ical days. I gave him Christina Titian Sinclair, 
seven billionths of a gram all told. 

A billionth of a gram more than I had on her 
father. 

Dick thanked me then began recasting his 
brainspace. I lingered for a moment, watched 
as the new scenario replaced the old. The tent 
walls, computer screen, and Dick represen- 
tation all vanished. They were replaced by 
contoured earth-colored walls, foamsoft car- 
pet, medical equipment, a pregnant woman 
squatting. She was supported, from behind, 
by a younger Dick: blonde hair in dreadlocks, 
clean-shaven face already sun-weathered. 
“Come on love, come on,” he was telling her. 
She was grimacing, her eyes squeezed shut. 

I understood Dick’s game then. These 
births, these deaths, these lives relived, were 
not forms of self-torture. They were prepara- 
tions for the crunch. They were attempts to 
come to grips with the loss of all that is. 

Dick and my brother were not so different. 
When I heard the baby’s scream, I disena- 
balized. □ 
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EXPIATION 

Continued from page 93 

toes. The face changed, thinning, lengthening, 
jaws heavier, tearing teeth dropping into 
grooves in her lower lip. With a snarl Nys loped 
down the stairs, wrenched open the door, and 
bounded inside. 

The man was bent over a ledger, copying 
figures from the pages tom out of Marvin’s 
spiral notebook. As the door crashed open, 
he pushed back, hand diving for the desk 
drawer. Before he could get the gun out, Nys 
was on him, teeth ripping at his throat, hand 
claws lacerating his back. 

When he was dead, Nys growled and began 
playing like a sated cat with the body, rolling 
it about, pulling pieces off it; distracted, her 
grip weakened and Arryn took her body back. 

Claws resorbed and her face her own 
again, she retrieved the sham and returned to 
the room, wiping blood from her arms and 
face with the damp towel. She dropped it 
onto the dead man’s mined head and bent 
over the ledger. Amounts collected, the fann- 
ers’ names in code of some kind. Prices. More 
code. Probably the buyers. She straightened, 
looked round. 

A painting was swung away from the wall 
and the door to the large safe behind it gaped 
open. “Lazy, weren’t you. Didn’t want to 
bother working the combination again. Hm. 
And so respectable you counted yourself 
above suspicion? Well, we’ll see what we can 
do about that.” 

The sham wrapped round her hand, she 
swung the safe door back. Inside, she found 
mostly ledgers like the one on the desk, plus 
a small black book. She thumbed through it. 
Code key. I’ll just take you with me. Better 
those names stay mysteries. 

One compartment was packed tight with 
packets of paper money neatly banded, with 
the amounts written in pencil on the band. 
You’ll have a new home. Pay for services 
rendered. 

Using the tips of her fingernails, she pulled 
the ledgers from the safe and kicked them 
away, tumbled the money into the sham 
along with the code key, and tied the ends 
together, leaving a gap so she could slide it 
onto her wrist. 

A handset telephone sat on one comer of 
the desk. She contemplated it a moment, 
nudged the receiver off with the back of her 
hand, screamed, “Oh, it’s horrible. Horrible.” 
Then she raced from the room, heading for 
the stairs and her way out. 

When she heard the siren, horse was Mov- 
ing at a quick but hopefully unobtrusive walk 
and they’d nearly reached the edge of the 
town whose name she still didn’t know. 

The sun was not quite clear of the horizon 
when Horse clopped wearily over the last hill. 

Meg was a dark sprawl on the gravel. Cat 
crouched on her body, hissing, ears back, 
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claws out. Hawk was screaming, swooping at 
Marvin, going for his eyes. 

Horse drove his tired body into a gallop. 

Nys screamed and forced her way out, 
swung from the saddle, and ran at the man, 
roaring rage. 

Meg stirred, started to sit up. Horse inter- 
posed himself between her and Nys, his eyes 
on the Destroyer as she ripped at Marvin. 

“What are you?” Meg looked at the rags left 
of the man, then at Arryn, horror in her eyes. 

“What you see. What you saw.” Arryn 
glanced at her bloody hands, wiped them on 
her shut. She nodded at Marvin. “His boss is 
dead. Yes. Like that. The ring is disrupted for 
now. If the police aren’t corrupt, there’ll be an 
investigation. One look at that man’s books 
will tell them what’s going on. No no, don’t 
worry. The names of his suppliers are in code 
and I have the key, so you should be all right. 
Ignore your father-in-law. Get yourself some 
help out here. A woman to live with you, do 
the cooking and cleaning. A hired man.” She 
glanced at Marvin. “Don’t worry about him, 
I’ll dump him in the river when we leave.” 

“No. Wait They’d stop you if you go on the 
road now. You should stay here for the next 
few days till folks get used to seeing you 
about.” Meg looked miserable. “I owe you. 
Arryn Dos. Arryn Adah'. Listen. If it was just 
me, you could stay till the war’s over and after 
that if you felt like it. But there’s Annie.” 

“I know. Nys is...not easy to take.” 

“Keep the name. And the story. If anyone 
asks, I’ll back you.” She looked down at Mar- 
vin, winced. “I’ll help. It was me he was after. 
We can bury him.” 

“No. I’ll dump him off the bridge. Let him go 
floating off. The farther away he gets, the bet- 
ter. When they pull him out of tire water, you’ll 
be questioned because he’s your cousin, but 
you don’t want to chance someone finding a 
fresh-dug grave here on the farm.” Arryn gri- 
maced. “Let’s just say I’ve seen that happen.” 
She glanced at the sun. “It’s getting late. 
You’ve got to turn the cows out and wash the 
machines. The milk truck will be along soon, 
the barn should be like it always is. You 
haven’t seen anything, you don’t know any- 
thing. Tell yourself that, Meg. For Annie’s 
sake, make yourself believe it. Just do your 
work and you’ll be all right” 

TWO WEEKS LATER, THE EASTERN SKY PINK 
with dawn, Arryn stopped the travel wagon 
at tire top of the hill, swung down, and stood 
looking back at the farmhouse. Tire kitchen 
windows were yellow rectangles, the bam 
dark, tire cows’ shadowy shapes ambling out 
to pasture. 

Regrets, Moonwitch ? 

“Don’t call nre that. No. Meg’s a dear, but I 
wasn’t made for farm life. I’m glad to be mov- 
ing on.” She settled her hat more firmly and 
climbed onto the bench. “Nys is sated for the 
moment and this world’s an interesting place. 
Let’s go see some of it before old Box back 
there dredges up trouble number ten.” □ 
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J o Clayton has written thirty-four 
novels, including those in the Duel of 
Sorcery trilogy, the Diadem trilogy, the 
Dancers trilogy, the Honeychild tril- 
ogy, and many other series and connected 
books. Perseverance took her from unpub- 
lished wannabe to popular author, as 
described in a biographical prose poem: 
“Wrote a book to find some answers, I wasn’t 
sure what, rewrote it, sent it out, got it back, 
rewrote it, sent it out, got it back, rewrote it, 
and rewrote it and rewrote it, and sold it.” 
Ken Graning graduated in 1956 from the 
Chouinard Art Institute in Los Angeles. His 
advertising and editorial illustrations have 
appeared in numerous books, newspapers, 
corporate brochures, record album covers 
and magazines, including Playboy, Time, 
Readers Digest and The Saturday Evening 
Post. A one man retrospective exhibition was 
recently on display in Southfield, Michigan. 

Eric T. Baker recently married SF writer 
and SF Age contributor Rachel Russell. He 
has just finished his first novel. Hard on the 
heels of receiving an honorable mention in 
Year’s Best SF for his stoiy “Uncertainty and 
the Dread Word Love,” Baker sold “Live from 
the Occupation," which is part of his ongoing 
obsession with Iceland, to IASFM. He is a 
graduate of the 1989 Clarion Science Fiction 
Writers Workshop. Michael Dubisch’s comic 
book series Fleshcrawlers has been rere- 
leased to favorable reviews, and his art has 
appeared in our sister magazine, Realms of 
Fantasy. He lives in Albany, New York with 
his wife, children’s book illustrator Carolyn 
Watson-Dubisch. 

Ben Bova is the author of over seventy-five 
SF and nonfiction books, and has been chron- 
icling tlie continuing adventures of Sam Gunn 
for a number of years. He is the president 
emeritus of the National Space Society, and a 
former president of both the National Space 
Institute and the Science Fiction Writers of 
America. He has won the Hugo Award six 
times. David Brin has written some of the 
most important Hard SF novels of the ’80s, 
including Startide Rising, for which he won 
both the Hugo and Nebula awards, and The 
Uplift War, which won a Hugo. 

Paul Di Filippo’s “The Ballad of Sally 
Nutrasweet TM,” which was previously pub- 




Paul Di Filippo Jo Clayton 



fished in these pages, made the Locus 1994 
Recommended Reading list. William Gibson 
has called his collection TheSteampunk Tril- 
ogy, due out shortly from Four Walls Eight 
Windows, “the literary equivalent of Max 
Ernst’s collages of nineteenth century steel 
engravings: spooky, haunting, hilarious.” 
Mark Rich has stories due to appear in the 
anthologies Amazing Stones (Tor) and 
Leviathan (Ministry of Whimsy Press), as 
well as various magazines such as Spilled 
Ink, Xizquil, Zero Gravity FreefaU, Gate- 
ways, Free Worlds, and The Silver Web. His 
fascination with the work of Golden Age SF 
author Cyril Kombluth has inspired him to 
begin publication of a fanzine titled Kom- 
blume. He continues to write nonfiction for 
SF Eye, Tangent and The Stylus. 




Richard Parks 



A llen Steele is hard at work 
researching and writing his new 
novel, The Light of a Rising Moon. 
Due out this year from Ace, the book, 
according to the author, can best be described 
as “an alternative history techno-thriller about 
the U.S. space program.” His novella The 
Weight, which is set on Jupiter in the far future, 
was published in hardcover by Legend in Jan- 
uary. Also be on the lookout for his short story 
collection Rude Astronauts, due out soon in 
its first mass market paperback edition. 

Doug Chezem recently purchased two 
new PowerMacs to use in the creation of the 
unique computerized artwork which has 
earned him the nickname of the “Digital Dali.” 
Patrons include Bell Atlantic, as well as Leg- 
end Entertainment, for which he has done 
game design for Death Gate and Gateway. 

Gregory Benford has spent almost three 
decades as a leading writer of Hard SF, as 
demonstrated by his classic Timescape, 
which won both the Nebula and John W. 
Campbell awards. Benford is also a professor 
of physics at the University of California, 
Irvine. Richard Parks sold his short stoiy “A 
Time for Heroes” to the Kit Ken- anthology 
Sorcery, which will be out later this year from 
Harper Colins. David Ira Cleary makes his 
home in San Francisco, where he works as a 
technical writer and takes part in a writing 
workshop with SF authors Jonathan Lethem, 
Martha Soukup and Lisa Goldstein. 
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